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Stanley E.
McCaffrey

Short message for PACIFIC HISTORIAN, December 1974 :
As we approach the end of 1974, we anticipate some
significant achievements for the Pacific Center for
Western Historical Studies during the new year. The
development of the "Greater Pacific Campus," which includes the recently acquired old San Joaquin Delta
College, will be one of the major projects of the University for the years immediately ahead. The addition of
nine permanent buildings and forty-two acres of land
represents a substantial expansion of the University.
Work has been underway for some months in planning
the renovation of the various buildings for use by different schools, colleges and educational programs. The
Pacific Center will have a new and larger "home" in
the former Delta College Library Building, which is
being remodeled for the School of Education and for
several specialized library collections. The Stuart Library of Western Americana and other Pacific Center
collections will soon move to this attractive new location. We look forward to these exciting developments.
In this special season of giving and thankfulness, we
especially appreciate the generous interest and support
which are given by the many friends of the University
of the Pacific. Because of these generous gifts of time
and resources, the University is moving ahead with
great confidence.
We wish you warm and sincere Holiday Greetings.
Stanley E. McCaffrey
President, University of the Pacific
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A Ghost of Christmas Past
WALTER FRAME

The only place for a Christmas Tree was in the
Parlor, only used for family weddings, funerals and
formal entertaining. The twelve foot ceiling allowed
room for a large tree and elaborate preparations were
made for its decoration. Strings of popcorn were prepared, strings of colored paper chains, strings of cranberries and strings of gilded walnuts. Paper cornucopias
were filled with hard Christmas candies.
On the top of the tree went the Christmas Angel. Being of gilded tin it was indestructable. It was on a small
girl's tree in the eighties. It decorated her children's tree.
It appeared on her grandchild's tree, and her great
grandchildren's tree over a period of ninety years.
Candle holders were weighted with lead to stand upright, for a candle lit tree was perilous business and a
pail of water stood ready to avert disaster.
It took time to prepare the tree on Christmas morning. Stockings hung over the dining room fireplace
stuffed with a ritual orange, small presents and Christmas candy. Mother prepared the tree in the parlor
behind a closed door. After a period which seemed endless, the door opened. The tree glowed softly. There
was a glowing fire in the long unused fireplace. The
yearly ritual was performed.
In one family at least the ghost of Christmas past
remains in Christmas present with a tin Christmas
Angel, blowing a trumpet telling the world that Christ
is born, forever reflected in the shining eyes of children.
Courtesy of Golden Nuggets, Dec. 1973, Sacramento Historical Society.
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"The Vineyard with Mount Hood and Sugarloaf in the distance."

Timminway
RuTH JoRDAN PETERSON

Early in the spring of the year nineteen hundred and eight, a
little band of Indians stood on the edge of the bluff and watched
two figures climb a steep path leading to their campgrounds at the
foot of Sugar Loaf Mountain. A wisp of a little girl, Timminway,
big, sad, black eyes dancing, long, black braids flying, and wearing
a bright calico dress touching moccasined feet, left her play and
darted through the sage brush to join the watchers by the tepee.
Typically Indian, when they recognized that the approaching visitors were white men, they scurried inside.
Sugar Loaf Mountain, a cone-shaped sentinel in the Columbia
River Gorge, guarded a narrow pass where the mighty Columbia
River flowed from smooth swirling currents over the rock barriers
of Celilo Falls and became a foaming, plunging monster, rushing
to the sea.
On a small plain adjoining a little valley in this mystical setting,
nestled the centuries old ceremonial longhouse and burial grounds
of the Klickitats. Bob Moses, a beloved and powerful Medicine
Man, had presided over this tribal community as long as anyone
could remember. Now, old and almost blind, he depended entirely
on his faithful wife Lucy and oldest daughter Sally to carry out
his rituals and teaching. Annie was another daughter but she
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never seemed to belong. She was a gambler, very proficient in the
bone game, and came and went with the visiting tribesmen and
tramped the country like a stray dog.
Moses was the Deity, or the ombudsman for the Diety, to all of
the Indians in the surrounding country. His tribesmen would
dance for days at his healing rituals for the sick. Even the white
man would pay him generously and willingly to "poh" the rain
clouds away to save crops. Both reds and whites gave him credit
for health and sunshine whenever it came.
When the two men reached the deerskin door of the largest
tepee in the wigwam cluster, they listsmed for some sound of
life, but to all appearances it was a deserted village. One of them
was a tall, rangy, distinguished looking man with sideburns, and
wore a wide-brimmed Panama hat, well-tailored work shirt and
black silk cravat. He seemed very familiar with the location and
called, "Sally, oh, Sally." Still no answer. After listening and calling at intervals, the two turned back toward the path to the river.
Quietly the flap door opened, and Sally, short, sinewy and lithe
in her moccasined feet, stepped out and sat huddled on the ground
by the tepee. She had recognized the tall man as her friend, Mr.
Jordan, who owned the big vinyard east of the little town of
Columbus, a few miles down the gorge. He had been very kind to
the Indians; always generous with fruit for them to eat or dry,
giving them work whenever he could. Sally soberly looked up at
him as he stood by her and asked, "Whatchee want?" his companion she deliberately ignored as though she knew why he had
come. Evidently he had been there before.
As Sally settled down to listen, Mr. Jordan knelt beside her and
asked, "Sally, where is Moses? I would like to talk with him."
Sally talked in animated Indian jargon to the Indians inside
the tepee, and after an exchange of dialogue turned to Mr. Jordan
and said, "Papa hyiu sick. Sick eyes," pointing to her eyes. "Hyiu
sick tum tum," putting her hand over her heart.
"I understand, Sally, but I must talk to him about the railroad.
He must know," he answered.
For many months rumors had come to the Indians that a strange
streak of silver was being built by the white man over plains,
through forest, and now, not many miles away, they were digging
through mountains and on to the ocean. On it, so they said, rode
a fire spitting, puffing iron horse.
The stories told were of destruction, waste and death, and they
were not hard for the Indians to believe, for all of their lives that
was what had happened when the white man had come and taken
4

over their land. The hobo with his pack on his back became a
familiar figure. Misfits and all types of workers drifted by, lonely,
hungry and often stopping at the tepees to beg for food. Epidemics were rampant. Far to the east, from their tents, the Indians could dimly see the makeshift hospital and its tent-covered
yard, built to accomodate the smallpox victims who had died like
rats in the hot sun while forging the railroad through the prairie.
They had watched the white man suffer, but they thought it was
always by his own hands.
After Mr. Jordan had asked to see Moses, Sally thought a while,
looked at him questioningly, got up and went into the tepee.
After a long wait, she returned to the door and ushered him inside,
completely ignoring the companion who stood subdued and awed
by the dignity displayed in this primitive atmosphere.
At the far end of the tepee sat Moses, resplendent in his heavily
beaded ceremonial coat, his long braids adorned by beads and
feathers . He sat on reed mats and leaned heavily on huge rolls
of bright blankets. Hanging on the tepee poles surrounding him
were cymbals used in various rituals, his elaborate feathered headpiece, a variety of decorated tom-toms, bows and arrows, native
spears and much Indian finery.
Moses was a handsome man, tall, strong, his Indian profile
framed by thick, graying, long braids. He moved slowly, with
great dignity and confidence. His eyes were dim, sightless, mattery,
and he wiped them often. Looking straight ahead, he greeted Mr.
Jordan warmly saying, "Skookum White Man," and motioned him
to sit beside him.
Mr. Jordon, kneeling low on one knee, cautiously said, "Moses,
I have come to explain something to you that is affecting us all the Indian as well as the white man. The railroad is coming in
spite of everything we can do, and it is coming the way the railroad company and the government want it to come, not necessarily
the way we want it to come. But, Moses, it is right that we do have
the railroad in this part of the country. It will bring families who
need homes and it will help us develop our land and make life
easier for us. You and your people must leave Sugar Loaf and
move near Columbus. Your roads and trails will be destroyed,
your horses will have no pasture and may be killed by the fast
trains, your water supply will be cut off and tramps and straying
workers may molest you. You cannot live here much longer. This
man who is with me today works for the railroad and I know he
has tried to tell you this before. He asked me to come with him
today to help him explain this to you again."
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Moses listened, often shaking his head and uttering moaning,
gutteral sounds expressive of grief, sometimes anger - always
disapproval.
Mr. Jordan continued, "Moses they have cut my beautiful vineyard in two, the irrigation flumes are broken, the pasture is divided, and the railroad tracks will come within a few feet of my
front yard. The little town has been cut in two also, houses have
been moved. So much land was needed for the right-of-way, it
destroyed many gardens that fed whole families. Moses, we are
sick at heart, too, but we must accept what the Lord decrees. It
is too big for us to fight."
As Mr. Jordan paused, uncertain of what he could promise these
people, Moses motioned to Sally and said, "Tenas Klootchman
(dear daughter), take me outside."
Sally helped her father out of the tepee and settled him at a
focal point facing the river and the hills beyond. The stillness of
the September hillside was broken only by the crackling sound of
dry lupinepods, the cooing of a mourning dove, or the soft rustle
of the warm wind through sumac boughs. There was not a sound
from the other Indians. It was as if each were awaiting his master's
decision like a trusting, faithful dog.
That faith had been earned and was well deserved, for Moses
had watched over his people like a shepherd watches his flock.
They had seen him roam the hills in search of precious herbs to
brew healing medicines for them when they were ill. They had
heard him chant and dance for days, until he fell in a swoon in
supplication to the gods for help. He had taught them about humans and animals and all of nature, and to have faith in the things
that never change, such as truth, sunsets, sunrises, falling leaves
and spring.
·
.
Slowly, thoughtfully, and at times falteringly, Moses began to
answer his trusted friend. "Kloshe, good White Man, I am a very
old man, I am very tired. I know it is all God's land, not just the
white man's, but the Indian's, too."
Moses let the warm, fine sand filter through his fingers. "Konaway, Konaway, all, all," he said as his large weathered hand
swept toward the brown, rocky cliffs and the swift flowing river
and on to snow-capped Mount Hood far to the west.
"Kalakala, bird," he said and waved his arms as if taking flight.
"Mowitsh, the deer. Shugh opoots, the rattlesnake," gesturing the
venomous strike of the rattlesnake. "Nika illahee, nika illahee, my
land, my land."
His answer was that the good and the bad of nature were
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God's for all men to share alike. It was a sermon of love - love for
his fellow man and trust in the great Saghalie Tyee, the chief
above. It came haltingly, partly spoken in Chinook, and partly in
broken English, immersed in drama and highlighted with gestures.
It was a meaningful sermon, easily translated by another man of
God.
Moses believed that this land was given to all men, white or
red to live on as they knew best and as God so willed. There was
room for all. He and his people had known and suffered through
drought, scarcity of food, poor runs of fish and too much cold, so
he had learned to live the true Indian philosophy to kill only what
was needed to eat to survive, to spear only the fish they could
use. He preserved the gifts of the vine, saved every twig and kept
his campfire to a minimum to conserve the scarce wood of the
prairie. The good Indian ate and slept with nature and knew
nothing of the senseless waste of its treasures. It was a truth that
Moses had learned from the discipline of nature, and he taught
it to his people.
Mr. Jordan, puzzled and uncertain as to what the future and
the coming of the railroad held for him and his family, as well as
the Indians, turned as usual to his faith in God and His almighty
mercy. He, too, had been a preacher and a healer of souls before
he became a farmer. Eagerly, he fought the barrier of speech between him and Moses, and, praying in his heart for understanding,
replied in a firm, strong voice, "Moses, you cannot serve your
people separated from the river as you will be when the trains
come. There will be no road along the river, and other tribes cannot come to see you when they need your healing, strengthening
rituals. You will not be safe, and the trains will scare all the game
away. You must move your tepees down on the river bank near the
little town and all the rest of us. Your children can go to school in
the schoolhouse and you all can go to Sunday school in the little
church."
Mr. Jordan realized that during his discussion with Moses, Sally
had been translating the conversations to the other Indians within
the tepee. Suddenly, he found that they had stealthily emerged
from within the tepee and were crouched or standing nearby,
quietly listening. At the mention of their leaving Sugar Loaf, momentarily, there was complete silence, then a raucous, jabbering
wail echoed through the hills.
The companion became frightened and disappeared down the
path to the river. Sally pointed to the retreating man, calling after
him, "Cultus man - bad man." Little wonder he was not welcome
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at Sugar Loaf. He had not told Mr. Jordan that he and his surveyors had at one time, during the planning for the railroad,
ordered the Indians off their campsite, had pushed over their racks
of fish drying in the sun, and had given the Indian men whiskey
in trade for berries, salmon, baskets, beaded gloves and moccasins
when they came by the work shack. Then, when they were drunk,
had kicked them over the bank.
Moses, stiffening with anger and emotion, struggled to rise.
Sally and Mr. Jordan helped him to his feet, and with Sally,s help,
he tottered toward the tepee. Mr. Jordan followed, pleading,
"Moses, listen to me. The railroads, so they say, will be finished
as far as Tumwata in just a short time. The first train will come
by here any time now. Think what that will mean. Talk to your
people. Come."
By that time Moses and Sally had entered the tepee. The deerskin door was pulled shut and stillness reigned again except in
these confused troubled hearts.
This little band of Klickitats was a maverick group. Because of
Moses, it was a spiritual offshoot of many tribes. Besides the
family, there were always stragglers at Sugar Loaf, tribeless, homeless victims of adversity - children deserted or just left behind.
Many stayed for seasons at a time. Somehow, someway, all were
cared for, either relocated with visiting tribes or made to feel
at home.
In spite of the great strength of Moses as a spiritual source,
someone had to be realistic and practical for them to survive, and
that was Sally. There was much work to be done for the large
family and to accomodate the many visitors. Though many gifts
were brought to them, these were mainly the necessities of life in
raw form. Deer hides had to be tanned and made into moccasins
and clothing, corn dried and ground, venison jerked, fruits and
roots dried and preserved, reeds gathered, split and made into
mats for use on the dirt floors of the tepees or as curtains for protection against the hot sun or bitter cold. Tirelessly and constantly,
Sally tugged and worked at these endless tasks.
Sally was dedicated to her father and believed in his power;
without her, he could not have been the great healer and the instrument of their gods. Docile and submissive to the will of Moses,
to the rest of the world she was confidant, determined and canny,
and ruled those around her with an iron hand. Nothing was ever
said about her husband. She acted as though she did not need him
now and never wanted even to remember.
Sally had three children, Olie, Ustis and Timminway. Olie, her
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eldest son was fat, lazy, happy-go-lucky and always gay. He
could sleep any time, any place, even in the crook of a tree. It
amazed Sally how well, even as a very small boy, he could sense
the presence of game. He could awake from a deep sleep to track
for hours the deer or coyote until his trusted arrow hit its mark.
Sometimes he couldn't kill, but would tenderly befriend his prey
by mending a wound and nursing it back to health. Although
trapping and sleeping were most of Olie's life, when the fish ran,
nothing could interefere with the challenge of the catch.
Ustis, the other son, thin, sallow, sickly looking was quiet, sullen,
undependable and easily led. He was greatly influenced by Annie,
his aunt, and as he grew older, often went on sortees with her,
much to Sally's concern.
Timminway, Sally's beautiful little daughter, was shy and quiet,
with long, black shiny braids and big, sad, black eyes. Swinging
in the trees in her cradle board, Timminway had listened to the
melody of nature wherever her mother had left her - tunes that
echoed in the hills, songs of birds and cries and calls of the animals of the prairie. She was soothed and lulled by her mother's
hum while she worked, and Moses had taught her all of the
ceremonial and tribal chants of the Klickitats. She could make
flutes from tree stems, whistles from reeds and grass, and bells
and chimes from rocks, shells and bones. Life around her was tone,
and the blasphemous screaming of the iron horse, when it came,
was one of the first discordant notes in this little Indian girl's
symphony.
Then there was another little boy who lived with Sally as part of
the family, George Wahstockings, a ragged waif. He had come to
Sugar Loaf on one of the wagons on the way to Celilo to fish,
played with Olie and Ustis and missed his ride. Lovable, trusting
and always trying to learn and help, George won Sally's deep
affection. She taught him to swim in the swift current of the river,
to break the wild colts to ride, and saw to it that the Indian
braves taught him to fish. He was quick as a flash and, because he
tried so hard, luck always seemed to be on his side. Soon, all of
the "greats" in the primitive world of spearing and netting salmon
welcomed his help. He fairly rode the big fish into the waiting
traps. Although, eventually, he would be away at long intervals
at a time, he always returned to Sally, remembering her slap in
goading and training meant a caress as well.
The wind howled and was strong through the Columbia River
Gorge - Sally's children's world. Huge dunes of sand reflected
its moods and strength and indicated them by drifts or hollows or
9

smooth, long fields. Stone pillars and walls made a magnificent
backdrop for tone, and the drifting sand muted its voice. This
natural river cathedral was a vantage point from which to listen
and learn while they played.
Eight miles down this mystical gorge from Sugar Loaf was
Celilo Falls, an abundant fishing grounds with all of the primitive
tools and staging to help conquer the elusive and mighty salmon.
Scaffolds made from poles from willows and silver poplars along
the river bank swung out over the swift, watery fish lanes. The
Klickitats were particularly adept at spearing fish and literally
hovered over the falls as their prey went on their way to spawn.
Some of the braves with huge nets would cling for hours to the
slippery rocks by the deep caverns. It was a treacherous fight
against nature but a necessary one, for it meant food and livelihood
to the Indians, and they never were afraid to challenge the river.
Living in a superstitious, supernatural world, these people always
felt they needed the gods on their side, so, on the way to Celilo,
.they would stop by to see Moses and receive his blessings and
prayers for a good catch. The return stopover was a time for
thanksgiving and rejoicing, chanting and singing. Gifts of salmon
were brought to Moses to smoke and dry on head high, loosely
woven reed frames fastened in the tepee skylight which they used
as a smokery. Grapes from the vineyard were dried into juicy
raisins along side.
Sugar Loaf was a convenient stop on the long trek home for
many of the tribes. The river had been crossed on the sturdy flat
ferry with a huge, heavy canvas sail, and then the wagons could be
repacked and the empty corners filled with grapes from the vineyard. It was also possible to get an early start up Haystack Mountain the next morning before the prairie sun became unbearable.
At the highest ridge, the different tribes dispersed in every direction to their homes to stay until the fish called again, or until Bob
Moses needed them in his ceremonial rituals for life, death or
jubilation.
The red man had heard many stories of the cruelty of the white
man. His legends, songs and chants now included that theme. It
definitely was a reality to the Klictitats with the coming of the
railroad. They were being pushed by the white man's invention
away from the river and up against the foot of the mountain. Their
natural use of the river was impossible. Their sweat-house "spa,"
their "marina" for the dugout canoes, and their source of food
from trapping and fishing along the river were gone. Easy transportation by water was being denied them. The river was becom-
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ing a forbidden area, and to use it meant a game of hide and seek
to protect their native habits.
Fear crept into the minds of Moses and his people, and the old
Medicine Man became desperate in frantic pleas to the Deity.
Each morning Sally took him up a narrow path to a dais on the
ledge of the mountain. If his blinking eyes could have seen, he
would have watched the silver streak first cut through the beautiful lush vineyard, then through the little town of Columbus ruthless, even to the white man's pleas and idea of his rights. As it
came near Sugar Loaf, dirt fills blocked the wagon trails leading to
the tepees, and strong Indian stouthearts literally had to carry the
wagons over culverts and hilly mounds.
The Indians became restless and curious, and often drifted off
under the influence of change. Canned heat was available and
social adventures attractive.
Little by little old Moses lost control. Many wandered off - even
Sally's boys. Fewer visitors came. Moses became a lonely old man,
completely convinced that his loss of influence was due to the
physical limitations imposed on his people by the white man. But
his faith never faltered, and his supplication to God became more
intense and more emotional.
The train came hours, days late; a jerking, puffing chugging creature. Its coming was prefaced by stories of accidents, breakdowns,
deaths and tragedies of all kinds. Terrifying prairie fires were often
started by live coals spewed by the coal burning engines in the
dry grass along the way. Dignitaries, towns people, Indians, hobos,
cattle, all watched in delight, fear and wonderment. Privileged
passengers, riding in special cars, looked at the world outside as
blase as if they rode that way every day. There seemed to be
power and glory, but for someplace else and for someone else,
not for Columbus or Sugar Loaf or for the native white man or
the Indian.
However, the little town of Columbus bustled a bit. A depot
was built and a station agent and his family moved in, and at
once the activity of the depot became of great interest to the community and the surrounding country. A stage coach from Goldendale, the county seat, met every train and distributed the passengers as best it could to all of the hinterlands. Hopes were high
that crops could now be distributed to new and exciting markets.
Wild, as well as practical, dreams were rampant, and a get-rich
boom unfolded over the little village.
Sugar Loaf stood motionless and even seemed to dwindle. The
Indians scuttled around to watch the trains go by, and then would
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hide when the ubiquitous tourists strained to take pictures of them.
They felt it was bad luck to be photographed. Olie, Ustis, and
even George were excited to watch the newness as it came, and
did not seem particularly fearful. Moses prayed from dawn until
dark. He moved as if in a trance, impatient, unrelenting.
One morning early, as the sun was rising, Sally and Moses
walked as usual up to the sacred ledge. Moses insisted that he face
the rising sun, although it would seem to make little difference
to his sightless eyes. When Sally left him to return to her work
at the tepee, he was peacefully humming the warrior's "Sun Dance
Chant," and throughout the morning at times his voice could be
heard strong and clear among the hills.
Early in the afternoon, a work train came by, switching, backing,
ringing its bell for signals, then finally went on its way. All became
very still. Only the echo of the whistle of the train and the sound
of stones rolling down the side of the roadbed cut could be heard
seeking an angle of repose.
Suddenly, Sally realized that a stark, grim silence prevailed. She
rushed to her father, crumpled and lifeless, at the foot of the little
mountain he loved so well.
In the mystic Indian world there existed a secrecy and a loyalty
that was dignified and sincere. They usually never betrayed or
testified against each other, particularly, if the white man was involved. God was their only partner, and so Sally did not call on
the community for solace or help when Moses died. Instead, a fast
rider was dispatched on his sure-footed cayuse to spread the word.
It was as if the wind had engulfed the message of their leader's
death and delivered it to the doors of the faithful.
Soon wagons overflowing with women, children and important
looking braves, tribal chiefs and medicine men from other areas
began to arrive. Riders on beautiful pintos or straggly ponies bedecked in colorful, heavily beaded finery, often followed by a
nursing colt or a faithful dog made up the procession. They came
from all directions - Yakima, Toppenish, Warm Springs, Paper
Sack Canyon, Mount Adams and Celilo. It was a mystery how
fast news could travel and how quickly so many could assemble.
Now the age-old road to Sugar Loaf was gone to make way for
the shiny new railroad tracks. The heavy wagons had to be lifted
over the building barriers of the right-of-way. Then the horses
were unharnessed, staked out or their front feet hobbled with
hair or reed ropes to prevent them from straying away. Soon
temporary tepees were pitched to accomodate the many mourners,
and in the quiet of the hills it was a time for feasting, wailing,
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dancing and praying. The white man did not intrude. It was an
Indian world.
Each twilight would bring a wide circle of braves sitting around
a campfire, while the women cooked a favorite dish of grapes and
salmon. Open pans of bread were propped up by the hot coals to
bake. Speeches, chants, dances, and prayers to the God of all
powers prevailed day after day. Then the time came for them to
start the journey up the narrow path to the burial grounds, mernaloose illahee (country of the dead) .
Memaloose illahee sat half way up Haystack Mountain, nestled
snugly in a cup-shaped area like the palm of a shale rock hand. It
was completely hidden from sight from the outside world. Even
the path to and from appeared to zig zag to nowhere. A primitive
wall of stones, twigs and reeds enclosed it, and the opening in the
center was covered with mats and buckskin hides. Nature protected
it on all sides with tall, rock pillars. Only the mythological "talapus" or coyote kept guard and echoed a song to the spirits above.
The entrance in the center was large enough for easy access and
gave light to the secrets of the interior. The walls were circular
and lined with shelves cut into the dirt where the bodies were
laid, and wide enough to accomodate all of the treasures of the
corpses, no matter how simple or insignificant they appeared.
There would often be a "le pishemo," the saddle, saddle blankets
and the trappings of a beloved horse. There were spears, baskets,
beads, stone tools, stone weapons, clothing and always moccasins
- just anything the Indian might need on this long journey. It
was a mausoleum where the deceased waited, well equipped to
enter the Happy Hunting Ground.
Sally, leading Lucy, frail, bent, almost sightless, leaning heavily
on a crooked stick and carrying a few precious gifts for the grave,
started early for the burial. Annie, bent from the heavy load of
Moses' belongings on her back, followed her mother; and the three
women, mourning deeply, struggled together up the steep narrow
path. The other women in the procession were burdend with heavy
loads on their backs too, but husky braves, dressed in colorful
finery, walked empty handed.
Moses was carried on a sling made of poplar poles and buckskin, but only the gods knew the rest of the service. We do know
that when the little group of mourners returned to Sugar Loaf, the
camp was quiet for a long time, as if the people there were in a
deep sleep after their encounter with death. They were like tired,
sleeping warriors, home from a long hunt.
The day begins early for the young in an Indian camp, particu-
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"The wigwams on the river bank, by the grove and the Vineyard
in the background."
larly when change brings the excitement of beautiful horses, new
faces, old friends and with it the challenge of two new worlds one the fiery power of the train; the other, wonderment of what
will happen to Sugar Loaf now that Moses was dead. The wigwam
of the deceased was always moved or changed. At Sugar Loaf,
when a death occurred, the tepee was burned or torn down and
another built on a new location. But Moses died at the foot of the
mountain and, most important of all, he was the reason for their
lives there. What would be the procedure now? Although this
question was in the minds of all, it was not discussed.
Anxious to watch the visitors pack for their long journey home,
and to see the horses again, George W ahstockings crept out of the
tepee at daybreak and hurried down the path by the river toward
the Big Eddy, where most of the wagons had been left. The sunrise was brilliant and he thought he could see smoke above the
camp, as though the Indians were beginning to stir.
The railroad track followed the riverbed in the canyon of the
gorge, and sat rather high on a gravel fill. George could see many
of the horses half jumping along the tracks, nibbling the sweet
grass on the shoulder of the roadbed, enjoying the levelness for
their hobbled feet .
Suddenly, George thought he heard a train whistle. Panic
clutched his heart. He started to scramble up the gravel bank of the
tracks, when around the bend of the river came a weaving, smoking engine. The frightened horses turned and tried to run. Hampered by their hobbled feet, they stayed on the tracks and lunged
into barbed-wire barricaded pits between the ties - a cattle guard.
The powerful conveyance brutally plowed through the melee of
flesh and bones to the accompaniment of the horse-human screams
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of dying animals, leaving them maimed or lifeless. Only Kiu, a
little cayuse colt lay on the side of the dirt fill with a broken leg,
neighing for his mother.
The great importance of this powerful invention, the train, blinded any feeling of those in control to stop and help. Instead, they
sped faster and faster with the magic machine, blasting its progress against the shale pillars of the walls of the river canyon,
saying, "Just a bunch of Indians."
When the groans and neighing had died away, crude shallow
graves blocked the sight of the cruel incident. The bitter, stoical
red men wanted most of all to return home. Their wagons had
· been partially packed the night before in anticipation of leaving
the next day, so now there was nothing to do but to match into
teams the few horses that were left, hoping that in some way they
could carry the heavy loads up the mountain.
Echoes and whispers carried by the warm winds were eloquent
messengers. Hours later, far down the narrow, Indian make-shift
road, appeared Mr. Jordan from the vineyard, coming with his
beautiful Clydesdale team and wide, steel-wheeled wagon.
Sally went to meet him, and when he stopped the team, she
squatted by the side of the road and he came and knelt beside
her. Gestures and native tongues struggled to reach truths, and to
plan the steps necessary to meet the demands of such a tragedy.
The rest of the day was spent shuttling wagons full of Indian traps
to store in the vineyard lean-to by the packing house for Mr.
Jordan to keep for them until they could return again.
It was a strange procession that left Sugar Loaf the next morning
and started up Haystack. It was colorful but grim. Ridiculously
matched teams of ponies and horses tugged at heavy loads. Riders
doubled up and others walked, hoping to share a ride some of the
time at least. The children rode anywhere there was a niche to
squeeze in to and something to cling to.
Most prominent of all was Annie on her father's trusted horse,
busily maneuvering them all in line. Unpredictable, secretive as
usual, this day she seemed determined, resentful, and in a hurry
to get revenge.
Sadly, Sally and her family of Klickitats returned to the tepees
at Sugar Loaf after the limping visiting mourners had departed.
Familiarity was there, but not the faith, inspiration and safety
they had known before. Moses was gone.
Busied by the confusion of the terrifying events, no one had
noticed George and Timminway carrying little Kiu down to the
river bank. The little colt was stunned and weak from shock from
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the break in his leg, and seemed perfectly willing to rest in the
shade of the willows. George had fashioned a splint from willow
branches and Timminway had made ties from reed and bark.
The tenderness shown little Kiu by these young Indians took away
all fear, and he neighed and whinnied his appreciation to them.
When the pony became a little stronger, a stretcher was made
and all hands helped to take him to Sugar Loaf where he was put
in a shelter by the large tepee. The love and protection shown
this helpless little animal by these primitive people seemed to ease
the pain and disappointment they had just known.
.
George, Timminway and Kiu became a devoted threesome, the
little pony following them everywhere. It was at this early age
that these two young people began to try to solve the mysteries
of the kinship of all nature. It influenced their lives and taught
them that there always was an area of understanding through love
and kindness. As they grew older, they learned that this was true
between a girl and a boy too.
Some days later, if the people of Columbus had looked toward
the grove down by the river, they might have seen a faint wreath
of smoke gently reaching toward the sky. But it was sometime
before the word spread that the Indians were there.
Right after the funeral of Moses, Sally and her little tribe, once
alone, had immediately but quietly begun to dismantle the tepees
at Sugar Loaf. When or how they chose the location by the grove,
no one knew or asked. It was evident that this brave woman
realized that she could no longer carry on the tradition of Sugar
Loaf and fight the white man's obstacles as well, so she faced the
requirements of chadge quickly and efficiently.
Also anyone watching could have seen women and children
walking along the riverbank, carrying huge packs on their backs,
steadied and held in place by wide buckskin head bands. As it was
considered unbecoming by Indians to have the men in the tribe
carry packs, they used the dugout canoes to transport their belongings. It was up stream with a tough current to fight, so the
canoes really were not much help.
Lucy, Moses' lifelong partner, walked slowly away from her
sacred home, and was led down the river to her new tepee by
some of the little children of the camp. The iris-white rings around
the pupils of her eyes were wider now, and all of life appeared a
little blurred. Only the soft, warm wind, the fragrance of the
willows by the river and the happy voices of little children seemed
familiar. She realized her role in life was limited, but she had always been a silent partner, and she could be that now to Sally.
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She knew that she could still curl the grass threads for the needles
in making baskets; beat, chew, stretch and soften buckskin for
moccasins and clothes; feel the beads to thread on strings for
decorations; rock the papoose cradle board and keep it swinging
in the trees. That would be her life now.
Surprisingly, in a very short time, one large tepee and a tepeeannex were erected and by nightfall they were occupied. Soon,
down the river, the sweat house with its necessary primitive implements of rocks to heat and baskets for water was ready for use.
If a stranger had visited the old campsite at Sugar Loaf, all he
could have seen would have been a few neatly stacked, unneeded
wigwam poles and the cold gray ashes of a once used campfire.
Before leaving Sugar Loaf, Sally and her people took a last
walk up the narrow path to Memaloose Illahee. They took with
them all of the things that had belonged to Moses and his fellow
sleepers and placed them on the empty shelves, covered the entrance tightly with skins and huge rocks, barricaded and reinforced the primitive fence, chanted their last farewells, and left
death to reign alone.
The Vineyard was a plat of two hundred and fifty acres of land
that stretched along the bank of the river just east of the little
town of Columbus. Brown shale rock hills bounded the lushness
to the north and east and the river formed the south boundary.
Stately poplar trees outlined each acre of grapes and broke the
force of the wind in the gorge, but when fall came and it was
harvest time, they stood shimmering in an array of golden leaves.
Looked down upon from the hills it all resembeld a huge
checkerboard.
A poplar tree-lined avenue also led from the little white community church with a sky-high spire to a colonial ranch house
surrounded by a well manicured crabgrass lawn. Brilliant red and
green Virginia Creeper hugged the whiteness of the house and
years-old lilac trees shaded the sprawling terrace and rose garden.
In this protected area, the volcanic ash soil was ten inches
deep and when water was added to the sun-drenched earth, a
phenomenon was born. Before the white man came, this deep fine
sand was a roving sand dune, but when they took water from the
hillside springs and carried it in slippery, moss-covered flumes to
irrigation junctions, it supplied the magic ingredient to make an
oasis on the prairie.
Following the railroad westward was a long procession of soldiers of fortune, promoters and transient workers. The beauty and
the unique soil and climatic conditions were so apparent that
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dreams and ambitions became rampant and soon a huge sign to
attract passengers on the trains was placed by the depot which
read "Where Rain and Sunshine Meet Above the Sand. Everything Non-Tropical Grows."
There was also an oasis within the house, in the hearts of the
Greek · scholar-preacher turned farmer and his wife, Birdie, the
daughter of a successful pioneer of the west. Mr. Jordan, lured by
the romance of a new country and the development of fruit orchards and, particularly, the challenge of grape growing in one of
the most horticulturally suitable areas in the United States, decided
to retire there. He took with him all of the cultural and intellectual
advantages he had received from experience in teaching and in
pastoral work at centers of learning in Oregon, California, Colorado and his native North Carolina. All of his life he retained
these treasured contacts and shared the Vinyard with his old
friends whenever he could.
The grove where the tepees were newly located adjoined the
Vinyard to the west and the green of the grapevines was an
effective setting for bright shawls and calico dresses of the colorful garb of the Indian women who worked diligently when needed.
The soft, warm sand was a cushion to moccasined feet. It was a
mecca in which these uprooted people could make an adjustment
and an economic shelter where they could eke out a living, for
there they could work in all seasonal crops which were necessary
to make the Vineyard pay.
Sally, engineered her people and made them work. She kept
time by tying knots in string and at night she always returned to
her tepee lugging fruit that Mr. Jordan had given her to lay on
screening strung over the fire between the tepee poles. Juice
dropped down on everything, but it didn't matter, for it was sweet
fragrance to any Indian.
Grape harvest time was a gay, happy time. Townspeople worked
in the fields with the Indians. Visitors dropped by to see the lovely
fruit and watch the harvesting activities, and Indians from other
areas came for their yearly supply. Many nights the silhouettes of
Indian forms and faces could be seen around a campfire by the
packing house. Working, feasting and visiting was very much the
order of the season.
The Indian's life was not always a fearsome, bloody struggle for
existence but was largely spent in the sheer joy of living and in
physical pleasures. Little Indian children were unaware of any fear
of nature around them. They were happy to swing for hours from
a tree in a primitive hammock or amuse themselves with sticks or
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stones, or play hide and seek around a bush or the trunk of a tree,
or push each other like little otter into the cool icy water from
sparkling ice floes when the river froze across. Their voices would
often ring with laughter. Their parents had no deadlines to meet,
few frustrations. Competition was nil. Deliberate cruelties among
them were rare and they giggled and chortled childlike at the
white man and his antics. There was always a chance for joy in
between periods of calamity and trouble.
A way of life for Sally and her people had died with Moses.
Because of his strong beliefs and great influence, he had overshadowed everyone else in the tribe. He had become supernatural
to his people and, when he died, all that was left was memory
locked in their hearts. Perhaps it was a lack of confidence without
him that made them develop an aloofness and they bitterly resented any prying by the white man. Only the designs in their
baskets and the carvings on the rocks of the river gorge of the
deer, the eagle, the sun, snakes and trees, portrayed their love of
nature and their faith in some form of God. Now, survival and an
adjustment to the white man absorbed their lives.
After Moses' death and after Sally had moved to the new tepee,
Mr. Jordan convinced her that the young people should attend
school. Many people in the village thought it was a waste of time
to spend effort teaching Indians, and the papers were telling every
day how the reservations were being given to Indians to live on.
The papers didn't tell how many million acres of good fertile land
was being taken from them in exchange for rocky reservation land.
Although they were promised medical care for life and a grist mill,
where were the medical facilities and the doctors, and who would
teach them how to use the mill? Mr. Jordan knew that education
was the only solution and, as he was on the school board, the
children were enrolled.
The Indian children were so much bigger and older than the
other first graders that they felt timid and out of place. They did
not understand the necessity of prompt attendance and the first
few days they came late, sneaked in the door at different times and
sat on the floor at the back of the one-room school house and
leaned against the wall.
Olie giggled and laughed all of the time and paid little attention
to the teacher. Ustis was belligerent and sulked, but Timminway
and George listened attentively and they were the first of the
foursome to be persuaded to sit at desks. These two struggled
hard to understand and were proud when they showed advancement and the teacher would commend them. But their learning
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sessions did not last long, for when word came that the fish were
beginning to run in the river, it was as if the Pied Piper had come
for these chilren of nature, and old and young followed the silent
song.
Late one afternoon, just before the fishing season began, Annie
and Ustis appeared at the Vineyard with several Indian men
riding and leading enough horses to replace the teams which were
killed in the railroad slaughter. They had not forgotten the horror
of it all. They did not stop at the big house, but went directly to
the packing house and hurriedly began to assemble their wagon
gear. Mr. Jordan saw them and went to check their identity. He
recognized Annie and began to question her and her companions,
but she was sullen and brusque and at first ignored him. After he
persisted, she impatiently answered, "Hurry up, catchum ferry,
hyiu pish, Celilo."
Mr. Jordan was suspicious, but there was nothing he could do.
She piled the wagons high with the Indian bundles that had been
wrapped in bright blankets or reed mats when stored. It did not
matter to her who the things belonged to. They were the Indians'
and she was acting as their official representative. Soon, other
wagons congregated at the ferry for the trek to Celilo. Annie
didn't have the fare for the passage but she promised salmon on
her return, and they let her cross.
At Sally's tepee, heavy buckskin covered the entrance, rocks held
the flimsy sides down against the strong winds, and the dugout
canoes lay hidden in the willows. Sally, too, had heard the call of
the wild. Indians lived in harmony with nature. They never tried
to overcome her or engulf her, but accomodated themselves to her
and enjoyed the rewards her seasons brought.
It was a bountiful fishing season and an exciting trading market,
but after the fish had returned to the rivers to spawn, Sally's
thoughts turned homeward to the Vineyard. She knew by now that
the vines would be heavy with lush sweet grapes to pick and dry
and that she would be needed. So they piled their wagons high
with fish, dried, smoked and fresh, and their precious trinket
trades, and started the long trip home.
George Wahstockings decided to stay at Celilo with Kiu, because
the trip down had been hard on the little pony's sore leg. Also,
the Indians who lived at Celilo wanted this big, strong, genial boy's
help in repairing the flimsy, primitive fishing platforms and nets
after the wear and tear of a season.
Timminway hugged and patted Kiu goodbye, and George long-
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ingly watched Sally and the little girl as far as he could until the
caravan disappeared into the brown pathless landscape.
Annie, leading the human victims of the Sugar Loaf railroad
horse massacre and their new horses, was heady with satisfaction
and victory. Whether she had distributed among the other Indians
the recovered trappings stored at the Vineyard was not known and
no one seemed to care. The law of the white man had not helped
them replace their horses when the train killed them. They were
ignored. Only Mr. Jordan seemed to care. Annie had taken things
in her own hands and had master minded the revenge. Now, she
and Ustis triumphantly led the little group home to the tepee by
the river.
Most of the visiting Indians left Celilo as soon as the salmon
run was over. Not as many stopped to camp at Sally's now, before
they started the long pull up Haystack Mountain, as they had for
so many years when she lived at Sugar Loaf. There really wasn't
the same reason to stop. Moses was gone and the ceremonial
tributes were no more.
However, some did and, after getting their yearly supply of
grapes at the Vineyard, made camp among the silver poplars at
the grove. This time they tethered their horses on ropes tied to
stakes near the river where only the faint noise of the vicious trains
could be heard. After a feast of grapes and salmon, they all settled
down for the night.
About daybreak, there was a rousing noise of horses' hoofs in
the distance, and then a banging on Sally's door. It was the sheriff
and his deputies. After a long interval of calls and threats, Sally
warily appeared and, without looking up, sat on the ground and
stared across the river.
The sheriff was a tall, thin, middle-aged man with a large
handle-bar mustache who had lived in that area all of his life and
knew Sally and her people well. He was gruff and condescending
and treated the Indians in a pompous manner, as if they were little
more than animals. Sally hated and distrusted him and anyone who
came with him.
"Sally, where is Annie?" he asked.
"Don't know. Not here." she answered.
Sally sat motionless while the men peered around the tepee and
into the grove. Finally, they returned and the sheriff said, "Sally,
those aren't your horses. They belong up the valley. Annie stole
them. Where is she and the men she had with her?"
With her eyes looking straight ahead, she shook her head and
said, "Don't know. Don't know." She was telling the truth. Annie
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had just disappeared. She wasn't there. Sally got to her feet,
turned, and went inside the tepee into the dignity of her home
and closed the deerskin door.
Finally, the law officers identified several of the men sleeping
in the grove as Annie's friends and companions in horse stealing,
handcuffed them, and left one of the deputies to stand guard. With
the help of the storekeeper and others of the village, they boarded
up the windows and doors of an old nearby shack and put the
Indian horse theives in the make-shift jail. The sheriff appointed
one of the residents to act as guard and his wife to feed them,
then, leading the stolen horses, returned to the courthouse in
Goldendale, ten miles away.
Days went by while the guard sat watching, chewing tobacco
· and visiting with the neighbors as they came by. As the world
turned, he would move his chair from the sunny side to the shady
side of the shack and weeks and weeks passed, the authorities
wondering what to do with the culprits.
Things were very quiet at the Indian camp. Most of the itinerant
fishermen had returned to their homes. The bountiful racks of
salmon were drying in the sun or smoking over the tepee fire, and
there was a lazy lull over all. Annie had not been seen, and U stis'
black and beady eyes were shiftless and alert.
Then early one morning, the old guard returned to the jail
after going home for breakfast. The boards were off the door and
there was not an Indian in sight. No one had heard a sound. When
asked, Sally knew nothing about the incident and let it be known
that she was busy getting ready to pick grapes and didn't want
to be bothered.
Ustis had disappeared, too, and it was clear now that he had
been the informer. Everyone wondered if they had left on foot
or horseback, or if like a pack of wolves were hiding and searching
the prairie for prey or a kill of some kind in order to survive.
Ustis never spent much time at Columbus with Sally after that.
He followed Annie, as she became a female Robin Hood. She took
from the whites and gave to the reds every chance she got. Tall
and thin, she was as lithe as a deer, as quick as a sleight-of-hand
artist, a lucky gambler, daring rider, and able to face up to any
challenge that came her way, good or bad. By this time, Ustis
was fascinated with her way of life, and she taught him all of
her thievery skills as well as all about women and whiskey.
The first winter after Moses' death was a hard one. His people
had floundered and the weather was cold. Some said that the river
froze clear across. Jagged, white floes crowded up on the bank
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making cliffs of ice for the Indians to jump into the cold water
from the steaming sweat house. Brown bodies slid off the slippery
ice into the water and played like seals. To keep warm, Sally just
put an extra shawl around her shoulders, an extra strip of blanket
around her waist, and wrapped wide pieces of gunny sack or felt
with buckskin ties around her legs. The moccasin always seemed
adequate whether wet or dry.
Food became scarce. There were no longer gifts of food from
visitors, as when Moses was there to intervene to the gods for
his followers.
Finally, one day, discouraged and hungry, Sally went to the
Vineyard and said, "No coffee, no flour, no sugar." After that,
she and her little clan were fed by Mr. Jordan through the winter,
and when crops were harvested in the summer, they would trade
fish and work to repay their debts. It was the only way they could
exist, and although the fare was meager, there developed a happy
relationship of trust which was seldom extended by the white man
when an Indian was involved.
After the Indians had returned from fishing and the excitement
of the horse stealing incident had died down, Olie and Timminway
started to school again. U stis was off with Annie, and George was
in Celilo, so Olie didn't want to go without the other boys, but
Timminway persuaded him to go with her. He never seemed to
learn anything but did absorb some of the white boys' traits and
loved to play schoolground games. Timminway was fascinated
with all that she heard, even though she understood but little. The
music period was best of all, and she learned to hum with the rest
of the children. She didn't seem to need words. Often the teacher
wondered how much she really did understand, for as she listened
intently, her sad eyes would either light with joy or melt into a
river of tears.
As Timminway grew older, she began to help in the big ranchhouse at the Vineyard while Sally worked in the fields . At first,
she never said a word and always tried hard to please. She had
much to learn for she had only known a home with swept dirt
floors, and the only window was a primitive skylight where the
tepee poles joined.
She was entranced, for music was everywhere in the pretty
place. There was the big upright Knabe piano which was brought
by ship from San Francisco to The Dalles, then pmtaged around
the falls, taken across the river by sail on the wide flat ferry, and
on to Columbus. Next to it was the box-like Victrola with stacks
of records of the great artists of the times - Caruso, Melba, Galli-
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Curci. It was an entire world of wonder to her, and often when
she heard the music playing, she would slip into the big house and
hide and listen. Other times, when she knew she was entirely
alone, she would press the keys and hum and laugh as if the notes
had struck a sensitive nerve in her heart.
George Wahstockings grew very tall in his early years. When just
a young boy, he was six feet and handsome. There was an aloofness, a composure and a preoccupation about him. His strong profile commanded respect and gradually, as he matured, he towered
head and shoulders above red and white alike. Fishing, its skill
and the need thereof for his people, became a passion. He studied
the older men's techniques and gradually took greater responsibilities among the Indians of the community.
When he wasn't fishing, he spent much time helping the cattle
ranchers of the neighboring prairie move their cattle from one
range to another for pasture. Kiu had developed into a magnificent dappled gray horse and was as skillful as he when it came
to running the range.
Timminway and Sally visited George every fishing season, and
he often visited them riding Kiu, sometimes having to swim the
river as well. Although they were miles apart, they lived in the
same world. It was a happy Indian world, but a lonely world
when they, as primitives, had to reckon with the white man's
civilization and ruthless progress.
On his long rides herding cattle, George searched the prairie
for sticks and twigs to make "tintins" or musical instruments for
Timminway. Crooked scrub-oak stems were perfect for whistles
and flutes on which to play the songs of the robin, the mourning
dove or the meadowlark, and much of the prairie flora could be
used for the strings for a harp. He lovingly called her "Nika Tenas
Kulakula" ( My Little Bird), and Timminway reverently watched
while he carved the primitive instruments for her, for when she
strummed these strings and hummed, they knew it was a song of
love they both understood.
George also told her much he had learned from other tribesmen
when he had joined them in their quest for the mighty salmon
or when riding the range. He had no fear of nature, animals, the
trail, mountains or the river. He was content in his world and
urged her not to worry about the apparent gulf between men of different colored skins. She felt a peacefulness when she was with
him, and when she told him of her love would say, "Mesika, nika
tsiltsil" (You are my star).
When fishing and running the range did not interfere, George
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attended school in Celilo. He was eager to learn and tried hard on
assignments. Often he and Timminway talked about their schools,
compared their teachers and practiced reading to each other.
After the railroad was completed and the depot and side tracks
built, natural paths and focal centers took position. The store and
post office became thriving trade centers and acted as the town
mouth organ. Dad Gehr found that his livery stable and saloon
were strategically located, as the depot was directly across the
main road from him and the ferry crossing just a little over a
mile away.
The livery stable barn sprawled over the yard by the house with
lean-tos in every direction. It had a typical hayloft peak with a
large pile of manure at one side and a slimy watering trough right
in front. Just about three hundred yards toward the river was the
saloon. Fellow travelers of all types - prospectors, horse traders,
Indians, traveling show people, sheep herders, cow punchers,
jockeys, hobos, preachers, peddlers of everything, gamblers either plied their trades or sobered up in the loft or just had to
wait for the wind to blow to cross the river. It was a unique compound over which Mr. Gehr presided with great dignity, for he
was a good man and a kind man, although the activities of some
of the visitors were sometimes questionable.
When the railroads on both sides of the river were completed,
there was a real need for a better dispersement of freight, so the
two lines combined in an effort to bridge the river between. A
single track trestle-type bridge was built on a platform of shale
rock just at the brink of Celilo Falls and Tumwata, the little
village eight miles west of Sugar Loaf, became a thriving roundhouse community.
Somehow Sally trudged through all of the changes as they came,
and showed a secret inner courage to meet and cope with all of
the foreign influences thrust upon her and her people. Annie and
Ustis came and went, always scheming, planning, or running from
someone.
Olie married big, fat Elsie from the Wapatoes at Toppenish. He
was gay and popular with everyone, white or red, and as he grew
older often became the victim of whiskey and fights. One qay
after a long absence, he returned home wearing a black patch
over one eye. In a game of bones, during the hop harvest at
Toppenish, someone threw a knife and blinded him in that eye.
This subdued him for a while, but it didn't last long, for very soon
he began making fun of his patched face .
Olie had always been physically courageous. One time as a little
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boy he was trailing a deer and as he crouched in the sagebrush
to aim his arrow, a deadly rattler sprang and dug his fangs into
the fleshy part of the back of his hand. Knowing the seriousness of
the poison, he took his sharp hunting knife and gouged a hole
large enough to suck out the venom and bleed his system. It
healed eventually but it left a scar that was startling to see.
Again, he just laughed and bragged that he had won the fight.
One night the campfire was burning low and shadows were
scattered over the hills. In the mirror of the river, Sally, Timminway and Lucy were sitting in the twilight, resting and waiting for
sleep. Most of the Indians had gone to bed, for they had worked
all day in the Vinyard in the hot sun and were weary. Far away,
out of the dusk, came a clicking, drumming noise of horses' hoofs,
suddenly there appeared three bareback riders. As they came in
sight of the tepee, raucous yells and whoops engulfed the stillness,
and Sally recognized them as Olie and two Wapatoes from up the
valley. Evidently, they had stopped by the saloon and traded
their moccasins, saddles and blankets for firewater of some kind whiskey, vanilla extract, cough syrup - anything for a jag. They
tumbled off their horses, and Sally, knowing it was never sensible
to argue with Olie when he was drunk, quietly took the horses
down to the river bank and tied them in the willows. When she
returned, two of the men were curled up on the ground by the
tepee fast asleep, and Olie, giggling and happy as usual, was teasing and quarreling with big Elsie.
Timminway ran and hid. She hated crude, boisterous men like
these and was afraid of them. Sally went into the tepee to try to
sleep and she heard Olie, humming and talking to himself, go
up the path that led to the village. She thought he wouldn't get
\'ery far or that he would come back home, and she fell asleep.
Suddenly, she was awakened by the screaming of the whistle
of the midnight train. The faithful echo bounced in the hills of
the gorge and finally died away. Sally listened for a long time
and, unable to sleep, got up to see if Olie had returned. The other
two Indians were still in a drunken sleep, but Olie was not there.
She put her shawl around her shoulders and went out into the
night.
As she neared the railroad tracks, there was the feeling of a
strange presence, and she stopped to listen. Hearing nothing, she
then climbed up the right-of-way bank to the tracks. There in
the light of the reflection of the clouded moon on the silver rails,
lay the headless, footless body of Olie. Sally rushed to her lifeless son and knelt beside him. In his drunken stupor he had lain
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down to sleep with his head on one track and his feet on the other.
Hours later, far up toward the Vineyard, came a dim light, bobbing, disappearing, and then bright again. Mr. Jordan had been
notified by the railroad agent at Tumwata that the engineer on
the night train thought he had hit something near the little town
of Columbus and asked if he would investigate for them and call
him back.
Mr. Jordan lit his lantern and set out down the tracks. Just beyond the sleeping little town he found Sally. There she sat by Olie,
cradling in her lap his head wrapped in the shawl from her shoulders, sobbing and pleading to her father Moses for help. Rocking
her precious bundle back and forth and shaking her head she
cried, "Me no kumtux (understand), me no kumtux."
Mr. Jordan put his friendly hand on the poor mother's shoulder
and answered, "Sally, only Saghalie Tyee, God above understands,
just Saghalie Tyee. He is the only one who knows."
The nightwatchman on his beat found Sally and Mr. Jordan
dazed by the brutal death. He left them, but returned shortly with
the section crew and a large box on the hand car. Sally insisted
that Olie be taken to her tepee, and she quietly followed behind
the make-shift coffin.
Soon, the Wapatoes descended on the little Indian settlement
and grief in its many forms took over. Days of dances of many
moods prevailed. Many times the sound of war, bitterness and
anger as well as grief, echoed through the heavy atmosphere.
Finally, it was time for Olie to start for the Memaloose Illahee.
The large box was loaded on a big dugout canoe and it drifted
down the river toward Sugar Loaf, followed by a procession of
devoted mourners in boats, walking or on horseback.
A happy sight to Sally and Timminway was the appearance of
George W ahstockings on beautiful Kiu to be with them in their
grief and to start the warrior on his way. Annie and Ustis were
there, too, outwardly more affected than most of the mourners.
Sullen, secretive, they took some part in the ceremonies but left
early, and it was a long time before they were heard of again.
Then, months later, Annie came without Ustis and his name was
not mentioned.
Finally, Mr. Jordan asked Sally, "Sally, where is Ustis?" Sally
hesitated for a long time, then pointing to the east said, "U stis
hyiu big house Walla Walla. Hyiu hoh hoh," and she demonstrated
severe coughing. Pointing to herself and putting her hand over her
heart she said, "Nika hyiu sick tum tum." (My heart very sad).
No one ever seemed to know what happened or why he was put
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in the penitentiary. Then one day the telephone on the wall at the
Vineyard rang a long and two shorts. It was a long distance call
from Walla Walla for Mr. Jordan. The voice came over the wire,
"Mr. Jordan, this is the warden at the penitentiary at Walla Walla.
We have an Indian boy, Ustis Moses, who is dying of tuberculosis.
I don't think he will last the day. He told us to call you. What shall
we do with the body?"
"Well, by all means send it home to us. His mother lives here,"
he answered.
"Mr. Jordan, who will meet the expense of sending him there?"
the warden asked.
"Why, of course, I will. But you must send him home to us," he
emphatically replied. He then solemnly put on his hat, saddled
his horse, and went down the path by the river to tell Sally the
sad news. When she heard Mr. Jordan call, she came out of her
tepee, crouched on the ground and eagerly watched his face as
if she expected heartbreak.
Mr. Jordan told her as best he could of U stis' illness and approaching death. He told her that he had requested that when
death came, the body be sent home in a wooden box or coffin by
train. Tears streamed down Sally's weathered, wrinkled face and
she took the sleeve of her calico dress, wiped her eyes and sobbed,
"Death keeps growing, death keeps growing, bring box to me."
It was not very long before Indians in all their finery - on
horseback and in wagons - began to congregate at Sally's tepee
to await the return of Ustis. After several days a big pine box
arrived on the afternoon train, and Mr. Jordan took it on the
flatbed wagon to Sally and left the group with the spirit-ghost to
its tribal rituals.
About dusk the same day, Sally could be seen quickly walking
up the poplar lined avenue to the big house in the Vineyard. Mr.
Jordan went out on the lawn to meet her. Her eyes were flashing
and she was trembling with rage as she muttered, "What's a
matter you? White man kill my boy. Kill, kill, kill." She shook her
fist as if to the whole world and sank sobbing to the ground.
"Sally, I do not understand." Then realizing it was the result
of the embalming process that she had seen and thought it was
murder, he took great pains to explain to her just what had happened. "Sally, U stis coughed and coughed and was very sick. He
died of consumption. The white man did not kill him."
She listened intently and studied Mr. Jordan's face. Her hand
stroked the warm, fine sand as the wind brushed her brow and
rustled on through the leaves of the tall poplars behind her. AI-
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The house in the Vineyard.
most like an apparition, the hard lines of her face softened and
the bitterness and hatred she had shown at first changed to an
attitude of trust. Now, after so many acts of kindness, she knew
this good man was truly her friend. Quietly and in a consoled
manner, she slowly said, "Me like 'um white man's Memaloose
Illahee," and pointed to the little cemetery on the side of the
hill just above them.
Surprised at this request, but pleased that perhaps now she
was accepting some of the good that he wished for her people,
Mr. Jordan told her that he would take care of all arrangements.
He asked her to tell him when the pre-burial ceremonies would
be over and he would see that the grave was ready.
After days and nights of chanting, dancing, praying, Sally sent
word that they would be ready at daybreak the next morning.
Again the flatbed wagon, drawn by the beautiful Clydesdale team,
led the procession on the road as it wound through the brown,
barren hills. It was followed by Annie, Timminway and other women and girls of the tribe walking and earring burial gear in bright
shawls on their backs. The Indian men followed on horseback.
At the end of the primitive parade came old Lucy, Sally, some of
the other older people of the camp, children and babies, all crowded in the big surrey from the Vineyard.
First, the box was lowered into the grave, then many of the
women formed a line and jogged around the grave, chanting and
singing, and throwing handsfull of sand in on the box.
Sitting on the mound of dirt that was taken out of the ground
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was Chief Big Eagle of the Yakimas. He took no part in the ceremony but watched reverently from the sidelines. Mr. Jordan sat
beside him and asked, "Chief Big Eagle, tell me something of the
meaning of these chants and prayers. What are these people saying and to whom do they speak?"
Appearing somewhat annoyed by the question, the Chief replied
in perfect English, "Mr. Jordan, they pray the same as you. We all
are one people but made in different patterns. There is only one
God, too, and he is in a different pattern. But we all are brothers."
The big house and the vineyards were a delight to anyone who
saw them, and Mr. and Mrs. Jordan were very generous in sharing
them with old friends from faraway places where they had lived.
The Indians were always of great interest to these friends and
added color to their visits. Timminway was usually in awe of the
strangers and watched their manners and actions with tremendous
curiosity. She loved the kindness that was reflected from their
gentility and politeness.
Almost everyone was fascinated by the little Indian girl. She was
as shy as a fawn, beautiful, and anyone who had heard her hum
or sing could never forget the beauty of tone and the human appeal for acceptance, understanding and love. One summer, Dr.
and Mrs. Petrie came to spend the summer at the Vineyard. They
were both musicians, teachers of voice and piano at a college on
the coast, and it was the joy of their lives to observe Timminway
Having no children of their own, they grew to love the little Indian girl and wanted to give her every advantage and make her life
rich with refinements. The Petries' reaction to Timminway's life
was emotional but very genuine, and they set about to see if
something fine could be done for her. Their musical sessions together were unusual and during that time they taught her some of
the greatest melodies known. "La, Ia, Ia," would always suffice for
lyrics. After several summers of close association with Timminway
at the Vineyard, the Petries persuaded Sally to let her go home
with them, live with them, attend school, and help Mrs. Petrie
in the house.
It was a big step for all to take. Timminway was excited and
scared. There was so much she didn't understand. Sally hated to
face her absence and she, too, was frightened. The white man's
world had swallowed her two sons, and now her little daughter
was facing the uncertainty of change. But, in spite of her fears,
she had begun to feel that the Petries were like the Vineyard.
Perhaps they, too, would be a haven in change.
George Wahstockings frantically opposed Timminway's plans
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"Timminway" getting off the train with her high lace shoes.
with the Petries at first. He wanted good for her, but he was
afraid that she would be hurt by the white man, as he had been
so many, many times.
In all of his life, George had never met people like the Petries.
He had worked only with cattle people other than his own cowboys who were rough and crude and tough. The had to be to
break the horses they rode and to tame the cattle they roped.
Indians to them were like dogs or pets to be fed on the steps of
the back porch. He learned to overlook such treatment and was
a favorite of most, but there were deep wounds in his heart, and
he often felt the slights dealt by senseless ignorance. He wanted
desperately to protect Timminway if he could.
After definite plans were made, Timminway wanted to explain
them to George, so they met at Sugar Loaf Mountain. He crossed
the river on the trestle bridge between Celilo and Tumwata and
onto the beloved mountain where they had met so many times
before.
She sat on the ledge where Bob Moses had sat for many years,
and watched George come far down the river. As he approached,
she realized that he was a grown man now - tall, straight as an
arrow and handsome. His buckskin coat hung like a mantle over
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a sinewy, vigorous body. Then she realized that she had grown,
too. She ran down the hillside along the river trail to meet him
and, when she felt his strong arms around her, his warm body
next to hers and listened to his whisper, she wondered and questioned, "Why do I go?"
But what else was there for her but the desolation of the
dwindling deadly life she had known so far?
They lingered in the shadow of Sugar Loaf until it was time
for George to cross the trestle before the six o'clock switch engine started to work. They had talked about her plans to go away
and, after Timminway had told him all that she felt and knew
about the Petries, as he left, he said:
"N ika Tenas Kalakalah
Klat-a-wa,
Kawak Mesika Tupso,
Kelipi Kopa Nika,"
"My little bird
Go,
Fly your feathers,
Return to me."
Great preparations were made at the Vineyard for Timminway's
venture. It was decided that she would return with the Petries at
the end of summer vacation. Mrs. Jordan thoughtfully questioned
Timminway about the clothes she wanted to wear, and she and
Sally emphasized that it was native Indian dress she wanted to
have, not white girl's clothes. But she especially wanted some high
laced shoes. Mrs. Jordan had her stand on a piece of paper and
she drew the size and shape of her foot to send to the mail order
house with the selection they had made from the big catalogue.
Sally beaded a beautiful deerskin bag and matching moccasins
for her little girl and packed everything she was to take in one of
her bright Indian shawls to carry on her back.
Finally, the day came to start on the journey, and Sally and
Timminway were waiting at the railroad station when the Petries
and Mr. and Mrs. Jordan arrived. Timminway had only ridden
on a train once before - to Tumwata with Sally, which was only
a few miles away. Then they sat on the floor of the landing between the cars, so this day, after she had climbed the steps, she
squatted on the floor with her shawl bundles beside her. Dr.
Petrie took Timminway's hand, and they all went to the end of the
parlor car. Timminway shyly moved into the seat across from Mrs.
Petrie quickly helped her up and said, "Timminway, you don't sit
there. You must sit with us." Mrs. Petrie took Timminway's hand,
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and they all went to the end of the parlor car. Timminway shyly
moved into the seat across from Mrs. Petrie. As the train started
to leave the station, the Petries hurriedly went to the window to
wave to the Jordans and Sally, and Mrs. Petrie, seeing Timminway
huddled in the corner of the seat, said, "Honey, wave. Get up and
look back."
But she couldn't look back.
Many months later at the end of a winter day, foggy shadows
played across the wet streets of the little college town, and slowly,
one by one, new lights appeared in the distance while a steady
rain beat against the window pane. Timminway sat close by the
window and leaned her head against the frame, watching and
wondering what she should do. She was startled when she heard
someone enter the room and when she looked up and saw it was
Mrs. Petrie, she quickly said, "I must go back. I don't want to
leave you, my teachers. So good, so good. But I must go back."
"Timminway, aren't you happy?" asked Mrs. Petrie. "We want
you to stay. We love you."
"I happy with you," she said plaintively. "You understand me.
I understand you. But so not like my home. Maybe too late me
learn. Chemawawa Indians who live here have own school. All
time go school. Little learning. I too big too learn as little girl
learn. I only learned hard things as little girl - to die, to be hungry, to be pushed by white man into mountain, into river."
"Timminway, we know it is hard for you. We see each day how
far you feel from the things you know and love - from all of
nature around you. What can we do to bring you closer? You've
grown to be so beautiful in every way."
"No," she answered. "I must go. My land hyiu sun - much sage
brush, halo trees. Here, all around dark, heavy trees. Much water
from skies always. I no can hear song of meadowlark, of mourning
dove. I miss smell of smoke from fire and deerskin tanning, the
fish and the grapes. I miss all that I know that is outside."
She looked out of the window again, then turned to Mrs. Petrie,
saying, "I love you too. I no like to leave pretty house, the beautiful music you make. I no like the way Indian lives - lazy, dirty,
bad talk, always spit into campfire, beat their women. But I must
try to live with them again. I will have mama Sally, Lucy, George,
my star, the Vinyard, and in the summer, you will come to be
with us."
Mrs. Petrie, sickened by obvious failure, realized that years of
broken promises, murder, irresponsibilities and neglect had forged
a gap between the white man and this Indian girl that could not
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be healed in her lifetime. Now it must be bridged by others in
generations to come.
Timminway boarded the train for home after a tearful farewell
and left the strange new world. At Columbus, Mr. and Mrs. Jordan
and Sally met the noon train and, as the cars came to a jerking
halt, a beautiful young lady followed the conductor down the
steps. She shyly fell into Mrs. Jordan's arms, but very soon with
Sally started down the river path to the tepee, their moccasined
feet making a rhythmic thud on the sandy trail.
Once the train was out of town, the brakeman, making his routine check to pick up papers and to see if anything had been forgotten, stopped at the section v,rhere Timminway had been sitting.
On the floor, under the red velvet seat, lay a pair of worn high
laced shoes.
After the strong winds of March had cleared the winter's dust
and cold from the river gorge, the bird bills and blue bells had
blossomed and died away, the spring salmon had run the course,
and the Vineyard was being readied and groomed for harvest, Sally
and Timminway started early one morning down the trail toward
Tumwata. When they reached Sugar Loaf, they sat for a long time
at the foot of the familiar centuries-old rocks emblazoned with
Indian hieroglyphics that were the symbols of all they had ever
known - the sun, the moon, the river, snakes and flowers. They
huddled together, shaded from the hot sun, intent on saying everything they could before farewell.
Sally was concerned. She questioned Timminway in an effort to
try to understand her confusion and despondency. "Why are you
so sad, Timminway? Do you love George?" She asked.
"Yes, Na-ah, I love George. He loves me and says he will try
to learn from the things I like about the way the white man lives.
He says that I can teach him, and we will try to learn more together. He said that sometime we can have our own tepee, and
live like we want to live. But now it will be hard to live with
Indians I do not know. He says he likes them and they will be
good to me."
"Timminway, Indian hyiu skookum. Good Indian all same as
good white man. Bad Indian all same as bad white man. You will
always be Indian. Do not try not to be Indian," she answered.
"Mama Sally, I want to be Indian, I want to be white man, too.
I want to stay with you. I want to go. Why do I feel so sick, so
full of kwass (fear). Tell me, what do I want?" she asked.
After a while, Sally thoughtfully answered, "My child, everything
like it to grow. The stick, the tree must reach the light, the sun.
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Nesike (we) all reach up to grow," and she reached out her arms
to the sky. "You are good papoose, you want to grow high. Do not
be afraid."
Sally watched her little girl follow the river as far as she could
see, then slowly made her way toward home. She thought of the
strong eagle who first must fly alone without his nest, and so must
her little bird. Then she busied herself looking for camas root by
the side of the trail.
Timminway sadly left her mother and hurried to reach the foot
of the trestle at Tumwata by the time George got there. He would
meet her, after the last train came down the Deschutes Canyon
and crossed the river to the roundhouse.
As she entered the river gorge, she became frightened by an unnatural vastness and loneliness. The path seemed hard to follow.
Two hobos with packs on their backs appeared in the distance,
and she hid among the rocks until they passed from sight. She
stopped to plead with the Great Spirit for help. She implored her
beloved Moses to guide her.
Suddenly, she realized it had taken longer than she thought and,
fearing she would be late, she ran as fast as she could to the beginning of the trestle.
George was not there. Exhausted, she sat on the ground to wait.
She could hear the train at work across the river, switching back
and forth, whistles blowing and bells signaling the brakeman. It
seemed an endless time. Then, suddenly, after a screaming blast of
the whistle, all was quiet. Surely he would come now, she thought.
But he did not come.
She waited patiently at first, but as a light flickers, many different
rays pierce the atmosphere, and so it was then. The once friendly
hills spewed confusion and all of the horrors of Olie's death and
the massacre she had known flooded her heart like a huge tidal
wave. Now, she was sure he would never come. He, too, was a
victim of the monster. How could she live divided without him
"halo t'kope man, halo pil man" (not white man, not red man).
Slowly, a frantic, numbing fear overcome her and she pulled
the thin, narrow shawl from around her waist and ran up the ramp
to the trestle. The tight noose that she fashioned for her tender
throat felt strong and sure and blurred her fears as she slid between the ties toward the soft sand below.
Restless in anticipation of meeting Timminway, George went
early to the falls to wait until he could cross over the railroad
bridge to reach her. He knew she would be weary after the long
walk, and knowing she would be pleased, he took Kiu for her to
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Indiar>.s fishing on Celilo Falls with the railroad bridge in the
background.
ride the last few miles to the camp at Celilo and staked him down
by the river bank. When he reached his side of the trestle, he
found the switch engine busily switching back and forth, and
learned that the train had been very late because one of the cars
had developed a "hot box" coming down the canyon and had to
be repaired.
It was a day George had looked forward to for many years the day when Timminway could be with him always. He had
known how disturbed she had been ever since she had returned
from the city, but he felt they could work out a way of life together, live the simple Indian life and take advantage of all that
the white man would share with them. Neither was afraid to work,
and their mutual love of nature and life around them would be
sufficient for their happiness.
Impatiently, George watched the train work back and forth,
knowing he did not dare to go until it had crossed the river before him. Finally, hours later, the tracks were cleared and he hurriedly grasped each railroad tie with his moccasined feet as he
sped across the chasm, so sure that Timminway would be there to
meet him. But when he reached the other side, there was no sign
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of her. He searched everywhere, walked up the gorge a way, then
returned to the trestle to wait. Wearily, he lay down in the shadow
of the structure, and as he looked up, he saw the gaily beaded toes
of her moccasins hanging from her lifeless body above him.
Stunned, unsure, he ran up on the tracks, untied the ends of the
shawl that held her, pulled her body up beside him, brushed her
lovely forehead and beautiful black hair, and held her tightly in
his arms, as if in life, not death.
"My little bird, you have beaten your wings too hard. Too hard,"
he cried.
Suddenly, he realized he could not stay there. Dusk was settling
down upon them. He stood up, still holding her in his arms. and
hurried across the treacherous bridge to the other side which was
to be their new home.
As he reached the center of the crossing, he paused to look at
the pulsating river, foaming, tumbling over the huge rocks. Suddenly, there seemed to be a kindness, a welcoming beckoning from
the rushing water. "Come, come with me. Swim with me. Peace
will be with you," echoed in his ear.
He knew now that he never could face life and the world alone.
He held his treasure tighter in a strong grasp, and as a joyous
child of nature, jumped into the mighty stream.
A lone, brown skinned fisherman lingered at the falls, after the
catch of the day to reinforce his platform and to mend his nets. As
he climbed the craggy rock steps leading up the side of the bank,
he heard a watery roar, and as he looked back there appeared on
the crest of a wave a seeming illusion of two lovers clasped in
each others' arms. Numb and shaken, he hurried home. As he approached the low burning campfires of the tepees, he thought he
heard someone calling. Listening intently, he realized it was the
plaintive pleading of Kiu neighing in the stillness of the night.
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Ruth Jordan Peterson

I was born in Denver, Colorado, and have spent most of my
life in the Pacific Northwest. My mother, Birdie Maddock Jordan,
was a member of a pioneer family of Oregon, and my father,
Reverend W. T . Jordan, was a North Carolinian. I moved to The
Vinyard on the Columbia River with my mother and father and
older sister, Frances, when I was very young. There I learned to
know and love the Klickitat Indians through the eyes of my father
who set a constant example of caring for their needs and rights.
I graduated in English at the University of Washington. After
two years of teaching, I married Sterling Peterson, an engineer
from the University of Wisconsin. ln later years, we managed The
Vineyard for some time, and he aLso developed a great interest
and concern for the Indian. He died in 1961. We had one son,
Sterling Jordan Peterson, who also lives in Seattle.
I have always taken great interest in civic and cultural affairs
in the community. I served as President of the W01nen's University
Club, have been a member of the Women Painters of Washington
(Craft Division), The Friends of the Seattle Public Library, Group
Homes of Washington (a temporary home for wayward girls),
and the Governor's Commission on the Status of Women.
During the war, I was employed as a women's supervisor at The
Boeing Aircraft Company. Following that experience, I went into
human relations work at a large Seattle department store for fifteen years. I am now retired, but am sure that when one's interests are rooted in the past, they will remain for the rest of his
life. I know that I will always be interested in the Indian - his
plight and his victories.
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This is a picture of the portage railroad before the Celilo Falls
Canal was built.

The Editorial Policy of The Pacific Historian, in part, seeks to
promote interpretations of the historical life of the Western United
States. Typically, this is accomplished by the publication of historical aritcles based on recordable data. In "Timminway" the
Historian sees an opportunity to color the picture drawn by
historicity. The spirit of a past time is gained throug~ the vision of
a writer who corrects the recorded moment with a perspective of
distance in time. The psycho-socio ~ilieu of Timminway blossoms
as Mrs. Peterson reconstructs this personnage who participated in
actual historical events. If her interpretation is true to her experience of and feeling for the time, it is a truth, albeit subjective,
which must be recognized. The Board of Editors see this account
as an opportunity for the reader to reach into the past and discover living people going about the business of living and dying.
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Approximately twice actual size.
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A year or two ago I was writing a history of the San Francisco
Bar Association, and among the stray bits of information uncovered
was the fact that at one time a California documentary tax stamp
had to be affixed to any ce1tificate of admission to practice law.
Although I have had an interest in California legal history for
many years, this was something new to me; the result was a determination to find more information as to what stamps were
issued and when. I knew in a vague way that documentary tax
stamps had been issued, and many years ago had seen a collection
in the possession of The Society of California Pioneers. Sometimes
a minor event in history, upon examination, will be found to be
quite interesting. This is particularly true if the incident spawns
some collectible memorabilia. Examples would be the land scrip
issued in the 1870's and most obvious of all, the private mints in
early day San Francisco. To this category there may be added the
story of California's documentary tax stamps. Information is scarce
and not readily located, and thus the purpose of this article is to
make available the what, when and where of such stamps. 1
In 1857, as would be true many times later, the State of California was in a bad way from a financial standpoint. During the
first seven years of statehood expenditures totaled $7,039,651
while revenues amounted to only $4,057,237. One of the remedies
proposed in the legislature was a stamp tax, and the bill was referred to the The Committee of Ways and Means. The report of
the committee was favorable; it set forth the figures quoted above
and said in part:
It is admitted that there is a great prejudice against the name of a stamp
act, growing out of reminiscences of our colonial connection with Great
Britain, but an examination into the principles upon which a stamp act is
based will show this to be a mere prejudice, nothing more.

The proposed Stamp Act will not effect, indiscriminately, all the instruments used in ordinary business. The principle upon which the duty is imposed is this: to tax an instrument in writing by means whereof capital is
rendered productive. Thus the capital employed in foreign bills of exchange
is productive, by reason of the exchange; or in a policy of insurance, by
reason of the premium; or in a promissary note, by reason either of the
interest caused or the credit granted; but on a bare deposit of money, for
safe keeping merely, no interest or profits accrue, it has been deemed
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proper to exempt certificates of deposit payable on demand, and sight checks
from the stamp duties. Nor was it considered convenient to impose a duty
on all the thousand little due bills and promissory notes under fifty dollars,
which the laboring man so frequently needs for the securing or advancement
of the fruits of his industry, and hence, they also have been exempted.2

While today some of the state economics might be questioned,
the Assembly and later the Senate were persuaded, and the stamp
act was approved on April 29, 1857, effective on the first day of
the following July.3 Promissory notes had been deleted from the
plan, and the act provided for the use of stamps on four classes
of documents as follows:
(a) On bills of exchange payable out of the state. The tax was
eight cents on a bill of exchange above twenty dollars, but not
in excess of fifty dollars. As the amount of the bill increased so
did the duty up to a final bill amount of $100,000 which bore a
tax stamp of two hundred dollars.
(b) Any license to practice or certificate of admission to the bar
of any attorney-at-law. A ten dollar stamp was required.
(c) Any insurance policy at rates equal to one-half of those for
bills of exchange.
(d) Passenger tickets for any vessel to any place outside of the
state: Six dollars for first class, four dollars for second class and
two dollars for steerage.
To implement the act a commission was created, and the basic
control of the stamps was vested in the State Controller who distributed the stamps through county treasurers; the latter validated
the stamps when sold by rubber stamping them with the initials,
usually in script, of the controller then in office. It was sometimes
difficult to distinguish this stamping from marks of cancellation.
The stamps were hardly works of art. They were round, about
one inch in diameter; around the border were the words, "California
State Tax," and in the center a word or words indicating the type,
ie., exchange, insurance, attorney-at-law together with numerals
showing value. At this time mails were uncertain and the practice
was to execute bills of exchange in triplicate to be sent in separate
mailings; thus there were stamps for first, second and third bills of
exchange. The stamps were in various denominations, twenty in
the case of exchange, ranging from eight cents to one hundred and
seventy-five dollars. Red in various shades was the color most
commonly used, although there were a few printed in blue. A few
issued had serrated edges. The stamps came in sheets with no
perforations and had to be cut out with a paper cutter or scissors.
The act of 1857 provided that paper later to be filled out as a
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document could be presented and have a stamp printed on it,
creating something akin to the sealed paper of the Mexican period;
however none has been seen, and apparently this alternative was
not utilized.
The act provided that a document that was required to bear a
stamp, and did not have it, was void and could not be the basis
of an action in court. Probably there was considerable evasion; if
court action should become necessary, there was nothing to prohibit the affixing of a stamp just prior to filing suit. There was
not a stated penalty if a lawyer failed tohave a stamp on his certificate of admission, and many would take the position that the tax
was unconstitutional as invading the power of the Supreme Court
to say who could and who could not practice law.
The State Archives contain a great deal of information on the
administration of the stamp tax program including the major records of the Commissioners of Stamp Act Duties. The greatest
number of stamps sold in a single category appears to have been
passenger ticket stamps; however today these are the rarest because when the passenger boarded the vessel his ticket bearing a
stamp would be taken up and later routinely destroyed. During the
early period of the plan marine insurance, vessel and cargo, would
be about the only insurance involved, there being very little fire
or life. 4
In 1858 there was a new development. The annual report of the
State Controller for 1857 (Dated January 1, 1858) contained the
following:
It will be seen by reference to receipts from the sale of stamps, that revenue from that source is falling off. This is attributable to the fact that remittances are now being made by shipping coin and bullion instead of by bills
of exchange. I would therefore suggest that the law be so amended as to
require the stamps to be attached to all bills of lading, either for coin or
bullion.5

Considering the weight of coin and bullion and the requirement
of insurance there would seem to be doubt whether the shipping
of such items would be less costly than the mailing of a letter with
a stamped bill of exchange; however the legislature saw merit in
the suggestion, and on April 26, 1858, the basic act was amended
so as to apply to bills of lading for gold or silver coins or bullion
when the destination was outside the state. The tax was thirty
cents for one hundred dollars of value, and one-fifth of one percent on amounts in excess of that. 5
The bill of lading amendment was not immediately challenged,
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but in 1860 J. C. Almy, master of the vessel Ratler, then in the
Bay of San Francisco, issued a bill of lading without a stamp, covering a shipment of gold dust to the Atlantic Coast. Almy was indicted, convicted, and fined one hundred dollars. Under the court
structures of the time an appeal to the Supreme Court of the
United States was possible, and this action was taken by Almy.
The scene in VVashington was rather interesting because of the
personnel involved. Almy was represented by Montgomery Blair,
a member of the Blair family so prominent in politics during the
middle part of the century; he was later a member of Lincoln's
cabinet, and he had been attorney for Scott of the famous Dred
Scott case when that matter had been before the Supreme Court.
The State of California was represented by the noted Judah P.
Benjamin, who had two great careers in the United States and
England, and has been called the brains of the Confederacy.
This time was the heydey of the myth that if one had a case
before the United States Supreme Court, the litigant should be
represented by one of the small elite group in Washington
known as, "Supreme Court Lawyers." The court did not take
long to reach a decision, and the opinion was written by Chief
Justice Roger B. Taney who had also given the opinion in the
Dred Scott case. Taney found the tax bills of lading to be unconstitutional, being a violation of Section 10 of Article I of the
Constitution of the United States: "No state shall, without the
consent of Congress, levy any imposts or duties on imports or
exports . . . . "7 This was the end of the tax on bills of lading.
Shortly after the Almy case had been decided two stamp
cases reached the California Supreme Court. In the first, one
Brumagim filed an action against W. H. Tillinghast, treasurer of
the City and County of San Francisco, to recover amounts paid
for bills of lading stamps, alleging that the law was unconstitutional and that the amounts had been paid under duress and
compulsion. In an opinion more pragmatic than judicial Chief
Justice Stephen J. Field held there could be no recovery. Obviously Field was not going to create a situation where thousands of small claims could be made against the city. The second case asked for a refund of amounts paid for passenger ticket
stamps, and the same grounds were set forth. Again the opinion
of the court was by Field with the same result. Field did not
pass on the constitutional question, saying that even if the
statute was unconstitutional there still would be no recovery.8
The next major change in the stamp law was in 1866 when
the legislature provided that there should only be a single class
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of stamps, called revenue stamps, which could be used on all
of the documents concerned if applied in the proper amounts. 9
These stamps were a far cry from the earlier rather crude designs. They were rectangular in shape, about the size of a
regular postage stamp, and had elaborate and well designed
backgrounds. Roman numerals as well as arabic were used and
the stamps were engraved by William M. Goldsmith, and were
printed by the renowned San Francisco firm of Britton & Rey.IO
In short they were and are elegant. Denominations ranged from
four cents to fifty-six dollars and every color in the rainbow
was used, plus some not found therein, termed by cataloguers
as puce, cream, lilac, mauve, lemon, and chocolate. Britton &
Rey had a good supply of inks.
While the stamp program lasted over a considerable number
of years it was probably never truly efficient, and did not provide the anticipated income. State controller, Robert Watt in
his report to Governor Henry H. Haight in 1871 made a recommendation that the stamp tax be terminated because of evasion
and the use of cancelled stamps.11 In 1872 California codified
its statutory law into four codes, Civil, Civil Procedure, Penal,
and Political. In the latter the various provisions as to taxation
were collected, but the stamp tax was omitted; thus on January
1, 1873, the effective date for the codes, the general repealer
section of the Political Code automatically killed the documentary tax and its stamps. The State Archives contains the Minute
Book of the board of Stamp Commissioners, and the final entry
reads, "The stamps in the hands of the Secretary of State were
counted and found to correspond in number and denomination
with those at hand at the date of his last report, and by order
and in presence of said Commissioners were destroyed by burning." In this manner an interesting governmental experiment
came to a close. It is somewhat surprising that apparently there
is no substantial collection of these stamps in any public depository; perhaps this article may inspire some philanthropic
donor.

1

NOTES AND SOURCES
The collection once in the possession of The Society of California Pioneers turned over their philatelic material to the California Historical
Society; however the latter, while having a few examples of these stamps,
does not have the collection at one time with the Pioneers. It is presumed that the stamps were on loan. Neither the Bancroft Library nor
the State Library has separate collections, but both have documents bearing stamps. The most complete description of these stamps is found in,
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Documentary State Revenue Stamps of the United States, by Brewster
C. Kenyon, Long Beach, California, 1920, 300 copies. (Hereinafter cited
as Kenyon) this book can be characterized as quite scarce. Stamp descriptions may also be found in a few dealers' catalogues.
2 Journal of the Eighth Session of the Assembly of the State of California,
Sacramento, 1857, page 507.
3 The Statutes of California Passed at Eighth Session of the Legislature,
Sacramento, 1857, page 304.
4 Kenyon, page 43.
5 Appendix to Assembly Journals of the Ninth Session of the Legislature
of the State of California, Sacramento, 1858. (The first report in the
volume.)
6 The Statutes of the State of California Passed at the Ninth Session of
the Legislature, Sacramento, 1858, page 305.
7 J. C. Almy v. The People of the State of California, 16 Lawyers Edition
(U.S. Supreme Court Reports) 644; also same case in 24 Howard 169;
1861.
8 Brumagim v. Tillinghast, 18 Cal. Rep. 265, 1861. (The bill of lading
case) Garrison v. Tillinghast, 18 Cal. Rep. 404, 1861. (The passenger
ticket case.)
9 The Statutes of California Passed at the Sixteenth Session of the Legislature, Sacramento, 1866, page 533.
10 Kenyon, page 23.
11 Kenyon, page 17.
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Miner Chipman and the Law and Order
Committee of the San Francisco
Chamber of Commerce, 1917
STEVEN LEVI

Until recently the Miner Chipman Industrial Survey of 1917 had
remained lost to scholars of San Francisco history. This report,
made for the Law and Order Committee of the San Francisco
Chamber of Commerce, had never been made public and was considered to have been misplaced or lost. Then, totally by accident,
Miner Chipman's survey was discovered in the archives of the
Library of Industrial Relations at the John F. Kennedy School of
Government, Harvard University. The actual presence of the survey would seem to indicate that the report had not been suppressed though its contents could tend one to speculate otherwise.1
Miner Chipman had been hired by the Law and Order Committee in May 1917 to conduct an impartial survey of the "industrial
conditions" of San Francisco. 2 His qualifications for such a task
are difficult to ascertain. Prior to this survey the only documented
work he had completed was the presentation of a paper entitled
"Efficiency, Scientific Management and Organized Labor" to the
National Efficiency Society in 1916. Possibly this presentation was
the recommendation that secured him the Committee's appointment. The survey began in May 1917 but by October an impasse
had evidently been reached between Chipman and the Committee
and he was informed that the Committee "deemed" it a wise
course of action to "discontinue the study." The survey was submitted December 5, 1917 and subsequently pigeonholed. It reappeared in June 1947 when it was donated to the Library of Industrial Relations. 3
The Law and Order Committee had been established for one
specific reason: employer unity for the establishment of the citywide open shop. Since the turn of the century the political power
of the unions had declined considerably but unionism was still a
viable force to be reckoned with. But the unions were only viable
as long as the employers remained unorganized. There had been
numerous, marginally successful attempts to unify the employers
in the preceeding decade and the Law and Order Committee
hoped it was destined to fair better than its predecessors.
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In June 1916 the local chapter of the International Longshoremen's Association (ILA) walked off their jobs. The walkout especially angered the Waterfront Employer's Union (WEU)
because the ILA had blatantly ignored a contract signed in December 1915 allowing a sixty-day cooling off period between the
announcement of a strike and the actual commencement. The
June 1 strike had only allowed twenty-two days. A federal mediator was sent to San Francisco to help negotiate a settlement between the ILA and the WEU.4
On June 9 a partial settlement was reached. But the settlement
only affected the longshoremen on the docks and left the lumberyard longshoremen still on strike. Violence began to occur when
the lumberyards announced the hiring of nonunion labor and the
tension intensified when the lumberyards hired armed guards to
patrol the docks. A crisis situation was reached June 18 when an
armed guard shot and killed a union striker. The ILA was quickto charge the WEU with murder and declared that unless the
armed guards were immediately removed the ILA would retmn
to strike conditions. The WEA refused and the ILA went back on
strike breaking the December contract for the second time in
three weeks. 5
In the midst of the employer-union chaos the San Francisco
Chamber of Commerce began to gravitate toward taking an active
role in the city's industrial problems. In the past the Chamber had
maintained a neutral role in labor relations but 1916 seemed an
exceptional year that called for unprecedented measures. The
Chamber began by advocating the open shop and formed a special
committee on law and order, headed by the president of the Chamber, Frederick J. Koster, to consider what action was "to be taken
in regard to the waterfront situation."6 The Chamber also gave the
president the power to call a special meeting of the Chamber to
"consider the situation."7 Koster exercised this power and called a
special meeting of the Chamber on July 10. Members of the business community who were not members of the Chamber were also
invited.
The meeting was well-timed to attract the business community
which was upset with the violence on the waterfront and
the disruption of striking unions within the city. Violence along
the waterfront had increased in early July, a steamboat strike
in the bay area was unresolved, San Francisco mechanics were on
strike, architectural iron workers had walked off their jobs, and the
culinary workers were threatening a industry-wide strike. Many
prominent members of San Francisco business were present as
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guest speakers including Frank B. Anderson, president of the Bank
of California, Robert Dollar of the Dollar Steamship Line, and
William Sproule, president of the Southern Pacific Railroad. The
temper of the meeting was summed up by the enthusiastic response
given to Dollar's suggestion that the best way to terminate the
waterfront situation was to send twice as many union strikers to
the hospital as strikebreakers. 8
As the keynote speaker Koster outlined the waterfront disturbance and pledged that the Chamber would take "positive and
determined action." 9 To this end he announced the formation of
a new committee, called the Law and Order Committee, with
increased powers. The Committee would be formed immediately
with Koster as chairman and four other members representing the
businessmen and merchants of San Francisco. The men appointed
were: C. R. Johnson of the Union Lumberyard, George M. Rolph
of the California Hawaiian Sugar Refining Company, C. F.
Michaels of Langly & Michaels Wholesale Drugs, and Wallace M.
Alexander.l 0 A three-fold goal was announced as well: 1) the
maintenance of law and order, 2) the right of business to employ
either union or nonunion labor, and 3) the scrupulous maintenance
of contracts. Four hundred thousand dollars was pledged to the
Committee at the meeting and within a few weeks a treasury of
more than one million dollars had been accumulated for the Law
and Order campaign.U
The formation of the Committee signified a new era in San
Francisco labor relations. The business community found a new organization around which they could focus the energies of their
splintered associations But with this city-wide organization also
came the stigma of opposing the unions for open shop conditions;
a stigma which many businessmen and merchants did not find distasteful. From the unions' point of view it was evident that the
strikes in San Francisco had suddenly been consolidated into a
single point of confrontation.
The general feeling reflected by the press over the formation
of the committee was varied. Most were critical. The Labor Clarion, an ILA publication, greeted the formation with ridicule dubbing the Committee and the Chamber "comedians" who "helped to
keep the population of the bay districts highly amused ... by their
ludicrous antics and loud boastings." 12 Speaking in favor of the
Committee was the Argonaut which became the unofficial mouthpiece of the Committee. In -its' July 15, 1916 issue the Argonaut
said of the Committee and the open shop campaign :
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Let us hope there will be no turning back on the part Chamber of Commerce and its supporters, no ebb in the enthusiasm with which this reform
has begun.13

Other sources were also critical of the formation of the Committee but expressed their displeasure in private. Chester Rowell,
editor of the conservative San Francisco Chronicle and personal
friend of Koster, warned Koster that he was embarking on a
"futile and dangerous policy." 14 And Major Rolph attacked the
Committee's formation as an act that would be misunderstood by
the unions of San Francisco and further antagonize the tense situation. He closed with a word of warning: "As long as I am Mayor
the Police Department will impartially enforce the law." 15
In spite of the criticism the Committee began its work with a
vengeance. It began by passing a contract among the businessmen
and merchants that, when signed, would give the Committee full
power to make, break, or extend contracts with the inner-city
transport (drayage) companies. Within a short time the Committee gained control of over 90% of the drayage in San Francisco. 16
(This control was only significant in that it was denied the unions.
In the massive strike conditions of 1901 the control of the drayage
had been used to the advantage of the unions. The Committee
wanted to make sure the unions would be denied this foothold in
1916.)
The Committee also used the courts. On July 13 it sought an injunction against the riggers and stevedores to force them back to
work. But on July 17 the Riggers and Stevedores Union Local 39
voted to return to work and the case was dropped. 17
The settlement of the waterfront strike posed a problem for the
Committee for with the calm the work of the Committee was finished. Law and Order had been maintained, the contracts had
been upheld, and the city-wide open shop campaign had come to
a standstill. The Labor Clarion noted in its July 21 issue:
The million dollar bubble so noisily launched in the air about the bay by
certain members of the San Francisco Chamber of Commerce has blown up
and faded away just as those familiar with the tactics of the persons who
started it on its journey predicted.l8

But the prediction of the Labor Clarion was premature. The following day a Preparedness Day Parade was staged in San Francisco. Although the parade was not intended to be a symbol of the
open shop the lack of any union representation in any division of
the parade, whether by design or accident, did little to pacify the
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unions. On July 22 the Parade was held. Many threats had been
made against the parade but despite the extra precautions taken
by the police a bomb exploded and decimated a division of the
parade. Ten p ersons were killed and more than forty wounded.
The outrage of the public was well documented in the press the
next day. Hysteria gripped the city. Although no one had specifically blamed the unions for the incident it was generally accepted
that they were to blame. The anti-union sentiment was not ameliorated when two radical labor organizers - Tom Mooney and
Warren Billings - were arrested for the bombing. The Committee
was quick to capitalize on the hysteria and harnessed it for an
expanded fight for the open shop.
Four days after the bombing the Committee called a special
mass meeting to protest the bombing. The already rampant hysteria was heightened when the newspapers announced that more
threats, written in the same hand as those made against the parade,
had been received threatening the July 26 meeting. But despite
them more than six thousand persons gathered to protest the
bombing.
As soon as the meeting began it was apparent that the meeting
was more than just a protest. It was, in fact, a thinly veiled rationization for expanding the Committee's campaign for the open shop.
Koster made it clear that the prosecution of the culprits was not
a partisan affair but in the "common interest of every man in San
Francisco." 1 !l In order to aid the Committee in overseeing law and
order in San Francisco, Koster called for the formation of a special
citizens' committee - called the Committee of One Hundred. His
suggestion was well received and a Committee of One Hundred
was formed .
However, in spite of the fact that the Committee of One Hundred had been formed the Committee made it quite clear that this
sudden surge of civic enthusiasm was not a repeat of the Committees of Vigilance of earlier San Francisco history. Although the
Committee did not deny the influence of its precursors it was
made clear that "our vigilantes of 1916 . . . will not grip Winchesters ."~o This campaign would work within the law.
The Committee of One Hundred was a sham. Many of the
persons named on the Committee were members of the Chamber
and were placed on the roles to impress the public. It had no
actual power to implement its views. It was more of a list of supporters than a committee. But it supplied the Law and Order
Committee with two important assets: an increased treasury and
a substantial amount of positive publicity.
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The Committee immediately embarked on a new campaign. In
the architectural iron workers strike the . Committee interrupted
negotiations at the San Francisco Hospital and urged the Dyer
Brothers construction company to implement the open shop. The ·
Committee also entered the culinary workers strike by hiring
guards to patrol in front of all restaurants which had locked out
their workers in favor of the open shop. But its help was more
than guards and rhetoric. Open shop coupons were issued by the
Committee that were good for meals in open shop restaurants.
Rent, publicity and other expenses were absorbed by the Committee. The drayage companies were used to discriminate against recalcitrant businesses that refused to accept the open shop. An
anti-picketing petition was also circulated. By December 1916 the
Committee had entered a waterfront strike, a lumberyard strike,
a culinary strike, and given the open shop a firm foothold in San
Francisco. It had also overestimated the popularity of its campaign and had taken a hard, uncompromising position and disavowed any responsibility to negotiate for a settlement. The open
shop battle was to be a fight to the establishment of the open shop
and nothing less would be accepted. n
But by December a change had begun to take place. The hysteria that had given the Committee impetus had died and as more
of the irregularities of the Mooney-Billings trial were made public the popularity of the Committee began to errode. But by May
1917 the Committee was still riding high on a wave of popularity
- at least among the businessmen and merchants of San Francisco.
For the workingman 1917 was a dismal year. Nationally the
picture was bleak. It had been estimated that in the decade between 1906 and 1916 the average union wage increased only 16%
while in the same period the cost of retail food increased 39%. In
1917 the cost of retail food increased an additional 19% proving
that 1916 had not been an economic peak. In a survey completed
in 1948 it was estimated that the peak, in July 1920, of the consumer price index was not reached again until March 1947. From
July 1914 to July 1920 the index doubled:
July
July
July
July

1914
1915
1916
1917

73.2
72.7
78.0
93.1

July 1918

108.1

July 1919

122.7

July 1920

146.5~~

San Francisco did not escape this widening gap between wages
and retail food prices. In a study presented to the Commonwealth
Club of California it was estimated that in San Francisco from
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March 1907 to December 1915 the cost of a specific list of food
items only increased 35%. In the next twelve months the same food
items increased 25% and in 1917 the same foods increased an additional 35%. It was into this period of economic flux that Miner
Chipman began his study.23
The Chipman Industrial Survey is basically a cataloging of complaints made by unions about employers, and visa versa, concluding with the author's remarks concerning the overall industrial
condition of San Francisco. It is a subjective analysis of labor relations as seen by an outsider. The grammar is faulty, the organization is chaotic and consequently confusing, the allusions are
cryptic and sometimes impossible to decipher, and the report is
so opinionated that it is often difficult to interpret. However,
despite these immense shortcomings, the survey does deal effectively with bringing to light many of the major complaints and
fears which were widespread in 1917.
The central theme of the survey is the denunciation of extremism in San Francisco: Unions and employers. In regard to the
unions Chipman condemned them for establishing a policy of
"temporary expedience" as a foundation for "permanent success"
in shop conditions and wage negotiations. And though he excused the individual union member from being totally responsible
for the complex state of affairs he chastised them for being a
"dupe of fallacious doctrines of political economy." He elucidated
his definition of "political economy" by epitomizing the labor
leaders who would willingly sacrifice his constituents for his own
personal political advantage. He made a lengthy description of one
such leader, though never mentioning him by name, and attacked
him for his proclivity. Chipman was undoubtedly characterizing
P. H. McCarthy, former mayor of San Francisco and president
of the powerful Building Trades Council. ~ 4
But the plight of the union member in the hands of the politicized union leader was not a new theme in San Francisco labor
history. Hubert Howe Bancroft, the eminent California Historian,
in Modern Fallacies ( 1915) was quite caustic with this stereotype
labelling them "exploiters" of unions claiming that they urged
their members to strike and boycott "honest businessmen."25 And
from a radically different source Alexander Berkman, writing in
the Anarchist periodical Mother Earth, was far less restrained than
Chipman when he attacked San Francisco as a city where unions
were merely "stepping stones for the advancement of political
charlatans and labor grafters." Berkman made it quite clear that
McCarthy was in this category.26
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This stereotyping did contain at least one flaw. Although it
may have been true that McCarthy had been mayor the record
clearly shows that he was not running for mayor or any other
public office in 1916. And considering that the unions had lost
control of city politics by 1916 it would seem absurd to assume
that the unions were still a stepping stone to political office.
Union domination of politics was not even strong enough to defeat the anti-picketing ordinance on the November ballot. Thus it
would seem this argument was less than accurate.
Chipman went into great detail concerning these union leaders
and their imperfections. In discussing their vices he divided his
subjects into five distinct stereotypes. Only one of these categories dealt with a "competent" leader but even he had a streak
of Machavellianism for although his "motives cannot be impeached" his methods were to be "seriously questioned." 27 The
other four types characterized the union leader in varying shades
of corruption, politicization, incompetence, and venality.
In the only concrete example of the survey Chipman attempted
to illustrate the epitome of the incompetent labor leader by stating
what he had witnessed during the hearing of the Iron Trades
Council before the U.S. Wage Control Board:
When the Board convened, and the meeting was called to order, Chairman
Macy called upon labor to present its case. IT HAD NONE. Not a scrap of
paper, not a line, not a word, absolutely NOTHING - that was the Case of
Labor [sic].28

However there is reason to doubt this account. In November of
the previo~s year, 1916, Mayor Rolph had called for an arbitration
committee to be set up between the striking iron workers and the
employers. After it failed William Michel, Secretary of the Housesmiths and Architectural Iron Workers Local No. 38, wrote a very
competent attack on the stand of the employers. Point by point he
destroyed the arguments put forward by the employers and showed
conclusively that the sole purpose of their recalcitrance was their
desire for an open shop. It would seem unlikely that a mere six
months later the unions could have become so incompetent with
such intelligent groundwork available.29
Although Chipman was harsh with his <:1iticism of the union
leaders, the main thrust of his report was aimed at the San Francisco business community generally and the Law and Order Committee specifically. In his capacity as an efficiency expert he
lashed at the antiquated methods by which San Francisco businesses were run. No improvement in industry can be expected as
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long as businesses are run on "guess-work, precedent, and naive
experience," he asserted. More specifically he attacked the apprenticeship system of which he claimed the employers stood "accused of shameful neglect of their responsibility . . . to the
institution and maintenance of an adequate apprenticeship
system."30
This is not, however, a fair charge to be leveled against the employer. Although it may be a legitimate observation that businesses
were poorly managed and the apprenticeship system was inadequate, the former is an inconvenience to business and only indirectly affects labor and the latter was not even considered by the
unions to have been a primary cause of the industrial crisis. It
would seem superfluous to grant this argument as much importance as Chipman did.
But the most debatable point of the entire survey, and probably
the reason the survey was not made public, was the charges
leveled at the Law and Order Committee. A careful analysis of the
twenty-three allegations reveals that 83% of the applicable complaints deal exclusively with the Committee and the open shop
campaign. 31
This compilation is enigmatic for it implies that at the heart of
the industrial tension was the Committee and not the employers.
But if the business community of San Francisco supported the
Committee were not they responsible as well? After all, although
it can be stated that the anti-union hysteria increased public support for the Committee, the businessmen and merchants supplied
the three necessary ingredients for a viable campaign : a cause, a
full treasury, and public support. The bombing hysteria only amplified the third. The key question remains: Did the Committee
represent the business community?
By virtue of the doctrine of tacit consent it can be substantiated
that the businessmen and merchants did support the Committee.
Little was done to oppose the open shop campaign actively. Resignations from the Committee, though not exclusively for dissatisfaction over the open shop campaign, were numerous in 1916 and
1917. R. I. Bentley, one of the Chamber's best industrial experts,
suddenly resigned in September 1916. No reason was given for the
resignation. In November of the same year C. F. Michaels, one of
the five executive members of the Law and Order Committee,
resigned his membership because of "illness."32
Within the Chamber there was also disapproval of the program.
In August 1916 a formal statement condemning the open shop
campaign was circulated and signed by 269 members. Resignation,
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though not explicity for opposition of the Committee's program,
increased in 1916 and 1917. In 1915 there had been 207 resignations and cancellations and in 1916 there had been 186. But in
1917 this figure jumped to an astonishing 545 - an increase of
294% in twelve months. (This is an incomplete figure since all
resignations and cancellations for October, November, and December were "listed as accepted and approved.") 33
However this evidence is misleading. The 269 members who
signed the anti-open shop petition in 1916 only represented 8% of
the total chamber. The total resignations for 1917 only represented
9% of the total Chamber after the membership drive in 1916 that
increased the Chamber's membership from 1822 to 7282 - an increase of 400%. This was hardly a condemnation by the business
community.34
As individuals the business community also supported the Committee. In a list of contributors, released without their permission
by Matthew I. Sullivan, Chief Justice of the California Supreme
Court, it can be seen that many large business supported the Committee. These were not only large corporate businesses whose
branch offices happened to be in San Francisco but local businesses as well. And, seen in conjunction with a list of supporters of
the open shop campaign at a meeting for the support of the Committee it can be seen that support for the Committee was not limited to any particular strata of the economic community. (The two
charts follow this page.) The only public opposition from a large
business came when the First National Bank's president, Rudolph
Spreckles, demanded that the bank's donation be returned. After
much rhetoric and threats of resignation the episode closed with
the donation still in the Committee's treasury.35
In concluding Chipman summed up the charges that had been
made against the unions and the employers. He ascertained that
the strife in San Francisco was not due to the dubious actions of
any one participant but the neglect of both. The primary problem
was the "dual viewpoint" of the antagonists whose ideas for the
future of San Francisco industrial policy were mutually exclusive.
Each viewed the struggle only palatable if his view prevailed. At
the center of this struggle Chipman felt that the confrontation was
held in the balance by individuals; not of two conflicting collective
organizations but of conflicting "personalities."

56

Twenty-Two Contributors and their Donations
to the Law and Order Committee Disclosed
by Matthew I. Sullivan
Santa Fe and Southern Pacific -------------- ----------------------------····-···-··-----·· $30,000
San Francisco Chamber of Commerce ··-········-·····························---···· $27,000
Bank of California ··········· ··········-················· ······· ··· ······--·-··--····················· $25,000
Standard Oil Company ··········---------------·----· ··· ····-···--····················· ····--·---· $25,000
California and Hawaiian Sugar Mfg. Co. ······----------··----··········· ··········· $25,000
Emporium ·············· ·························-······························------················ ······ $25,000
Hawaiian Commercial & Sugar Co. ----·-···········----················ ··········------· $10,000
Pacific Improvement Company ··· ····--···············-·-·------··············· ····-----··-· $10,000
First National Bank ··--·············-- --------···-··· ··· ········· ·········· ···· ········ ····-······ $10,000
Wells Fargo Nevada National Bank ·····················----------·· ··················· $10,000
Shell Company .................................. ............. ............ ............................ . $10,000
John Lawson ····························----··--------······· ······-··-····························---·· $10,000
California Barrel Company ··········--··················· ···· ········· ··············-·------·· $10,000
Moore Watson Dry Goods Company ····-················---------- ····· ················ $10,000
Fireman's Fund Insurance ······----------·---·---·······-····-····· ··············· ····-··---·-· $10,000
California Fruit Canners' Association ····· ········· ····· ····-----·-······················ $10,000
W. R. Grace & Company ····---··-----------··············-----···························-··· $10,000
Welch Company ········-·············································· ························-······ $10,000
Hackfeld Company -····················································-···---············-······ ··· $10,000
Matson Navigation Company ······-····----··············------·-·-·····················--·--· $10,000
Alexander & Baldwin ········································-------··-···················-----·· $10,000
$10,000
Alaska Packers' Association
Total .................................... $317,000

SEPTEMBER 19, 1917 MEETING
Companies
Delegates
Steamboat Owners' Association ·········-··············---------·························--·--·-·-···
5
Motor Car Dealers' Association ··----·····-·········-···--·············· ···········----·---········
8
San Francisco Restaurant Association ·············-·····-----··-······ ················-----······
7
San Francisco Real Estate Board ·························· ------·----·······················-·--·· ··
7
Wholesale Grocers' Association ··-----------···········---·---···················· ··· ·-··-----·······
6
San Francisco Advertising Club ····-------·-····· ·····--------·-························--------·-···
6
Retail Lumber Dealers' Association ----···········-----·-···-·······················------·-·-···
7
Home Industry League of California ......... ········ ······--·-···························-·····
6
6
Board of Trade of San Francisco ----················---·-- ···························-----········
5
Rotary Club ··································-·-·······················-·--··----·········· ······ ······· ···-·-·-·
Franklin Printing Trades Association ················-----------·-················· ··········--··
6
San Francisco Commercial Club ·---··················-------····························-··--·-····
6
San Francisco Chamber of Commerce ···· ······· ···-···----·----·······························
5
Building Industry Association ···-··--·--------···········-------·---···································
2
Retail Dry Goods Association of San Francisco ····················· ·········------------··
2
5
San Francisco Automobile Trade Association ··-----·-·····················- --------·········
6
General Contractors Association ······-················································-············
Building Material Dealers' Association ·················-··-·-······························ ·····
6
Total .............................................. 101
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For the unions Chipman's recommendations were succinct:
I) LAW AND ORDER.
2) Democracy and self-government.
3) The Industrial Prosperity of San Francisco.
4) Competency of Leadership.
5) Efficiency and high wages.36
His suggestions for the employers did not sparkle. Parroting
Frederick J. Koster Chipman stated that although the blame for
the industrial unrest was distributed between management and
labor the bulk of the responsibility lay with the employers. 37 It
was pointed out that the weakness of the employers as a collective
organization was the sole reason the unions were so powerful. And,
he added, their attempts to form a viable organization had led
them to accept cabals that aroused suspicion rather than confidence. In an attempt to unify, the business community supported
the Committee as its official mouthpiece. Chipman cut the foundation out from under the Committee by making it clear that law
and order is not the exclusive property of any group but a "civic"
responsibility. He also made it clear that the primary cause for the
industrial unrest is the Committee which built on hysteria. For
the future he suggested that the Chamber of Commerce transform
the Committee into a "clearing house" for information regarding
industrial affairs to both unions and employers. In its present
condition the Committee was only a penicious influence in San
Francisco . =~s

But the Chamber of Commerce and the Law and Order Committee refused to take Chipman's advice. His survey was cut
short and pigeonholed. History has redeemed Chipman, however,
for in 1919 the Committee was officially dissolved after it had
involved itself in too many fiascos to be viable in San Francisco.
When the Preparedness Day bombing hysteria died the Committee's demise was close behind.
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SCHOOLGIRLS ON OLYMPUS
loLA S. YouNG

As a rule, when the !).arne of Joaquin Miller is mentioned,
nearly everyone thinks of his poem "Sail On" with its stirring
message.
Not so, however for many who were students at San Jose Normal School in 1913. Through Dr. Henry Meade Bland, then a
member of the faculty, a personal friend of Joaquin Miller and
a poet in his own right, a feeling of companionship was felt for
the great poet.
Every year, the members of the Short Story Club, under Dr.
Bland's leadership, made a pilgrimage to "The Hights," in the hills
above Fruitvale, where they had the privilege of sitting at the feet
of the venerable poet and taking part in a relaxed symposium.
Joaquin Miller was a beloved patron of the Short Story Club.
But in 1913, the annual trek was not to follow the happy pattern
of former years, for Joaquin Miller had died recently. The club
members planned an excursion to Joaquin Miller's home to witness
the ceremony of scattering his ashes to the four winds as he had
instructed. Any student wishing to go was invited to join the excursion.
A notice had been posted on the bulletin board by the library
door giving the schedule for the excursion. The formal ceremony
was to take place on Sunday, May 25, in the afternoon. The general plan was to go to Fruitvale by train Saturday morning and to
camp out on the hillside near Dr. Bland's cottage on the estate.
We were to bring blankets (sleeping bags were unknown) and
food enough for the two days.
Six of us planned together for the weekend. We borrowed blankets from our beds hoping our landlady wouldn't notice. We felt
that she would be happier not to know her blankets were to be
spread on the bare ground for a camp bed. Most of us lived in
"housekeeping rooms" so filling a shoebox with sandwiches was no
great problem.
We crammed the blankets into bulging suitcases, along with
comb, brush and toothbrush, and perhaps a fresh blouse (we called
them waists) for the next day. We used no makeup - lipstick,
powder, or rouge would have created a scandal at that time. We
were properly hatted and gloved for no young lady student dared
venture down town without these marks of gentility. We wore
suits - a wool skirt with matching jacket and a simple blouse.
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The Miller Horne 1913.
A large group of chattering girls gathered at the Southern
Pacific depot that Saturday morning. Dr. Bland, accompanied by
Mrs. Bland and their daughter, was the center of all this activity
and patiently answered questions. Only one of the few men students, who was also a poet of no small ability, had decided to
come along.
We boarded the train and after getting off at Fruitvale, traveled
by streetcar to the foot of the hill and the winding lane that led
to "The Rights." The rest of the way was to be on foot!
Our bulging suitcases grew heavy as we trudged up the steep
little road and we traded them about to equalize the load. The one
young man carried what seemed to be a very light-weight grip,
and we envied him. Dr. Bland's cottage finally appeared among
the trees and suitcases were wearily dropped on the porch as we
sat down to rest. Here the young man opened the bag he had
carried and to our surprise, out jumped the Blands' big black cat,
Nicodemus.
After a short breather, Dr. Bland escorted us to the small
shingled cottage where Mrs. Miller and the poet's daughter Juanita
welcomed us graciously. The living room was not large but seats
were found for everyone. Mrs. Miller and Juanita, both dressed in
black, served cookies and lemonade.
Mrs. Miller spoke briefly about her husband and led us a few at
a time, to the bedroom where the poet's belongings were just as
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he had left them. There hung the dressing robe and the black hat
while the boots stood near the bed. On the table were his quill
pen, the bottle of ink and a half-written page.
When we were settled back in the living room, Mrs. Miller disappeared for a minute, and soon returned from the rear of the
house with a metal container. She opened this urn and lifting the
cover, permitted us to view the ashes of the great man. She sifted
a handful to make sure we could all see.
'
From the Miller home, Dr. Bland conducted a walking tour of
the hilltop estate among the eucalyptus and redwood trees planted
by Joaquin Miller himself. We stopped at the huge stone funeral
pyre he had constructed with his own hands and where his ashes
would be scattered the next afternoon. Mrs. Miller had accompanied us thus far and kindly posed by the funeral pyre for snapshots.
Farther up the hill were memorial monuments, honoring Moses
and Fremont, both built by the great poet. Our climb ended at
the summit by the little cemetery where members of the Miller
family were buried. On the way down we paused briefly at Juanita
Millers studio, where she served iced coffee.
By the time we reached the Bland cottage we were ready for our
sandwiches and fruit which we ate at a pleasant spot under some
trees where we had decided to make our camp. Mrs. Miller apparently saw us from her window for she came walking across
the slope, bringing us more lemonade and cookies.
After lunch a great exodus began. Some girls had planned an
afternoon of shopping in Oakland while others had relatives and
friends to visit around the bay. Soon our sextet was left alone
with several unplanned hours ahead.
Since three of our coterie had never been to San Francisco, we
decided to cross the bay and see something of the big city. The
three of us hailing from Humboldt County considered ourselves
to be seasoned travelers in regard to San Francisco for when our
Coastwise steamer from Eureka had docked somewhere below the
Ferry Building, had we not traveled by streetcar from there to
the Southern Pacific depot at Third and Townsend? So Golden
Gate Park was selected as our destination, after finding our way
to the Oakland Mole and the ferry crossing. Arriving at the park,
we divided our time between the Japanese Tea Garden and the
Museum.
Back across the bay, we stopped at a delicatessen for a carton
of potato salad - a good idea as we found out later. It was getting
dark by the time we started up the steep little road. As we neared
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the summit in the dim twilight under the trees, we discerned a
figure coming toward us. The lane was remote from any habitation
and we felt apprehensive as to our safety, but the ratio of six to
one gave us confidence. The stranger was happily playing a harmonica as he came toward us and this somewhat lessened our
fears. Imagine our relief and surprise to find it was none other
than Dr. Bland enjoying a quiet evening stroll.
We were hungry by the time we reached our supply base on
the cottage porch. To our consternation a horde of large black ants
had moved in ahead of us and were dining on our food. Grateful
for our potato salad, we salvaged what we could of our suddenly
precious sandwiches.
Our sleeping arrangements were simple indeed. Blankets were
spread on the grassy slope. We removed our jackets and skirts
(dark sateen petticoats were underneath), as well as our high
button shoes, and crawled in - three to a bed on the lumpy
ground. But being young and healthy we slept well.
We awoke with the sun and getting up was simple. Clean
blouses were slipped on and our high shoes were buttoned. Long
hair had to be done up with side combs and hairpins, and in some
cases puffed out with "rats." We brushed our teeth at a nearby
garden faucet and were ready for the day. We ate our next quota
of food and carried repacked suitcases to the cottage porch. Mrs.
Bland had invited us in for coffee and we were glad for the
warmth of both the coffee and the kitchen. Apparently the six of
us were the only ones of the entire excursion who had elected to
sleep under the stars.
When we entered the cottage we found our dignified Dr. Bland
in a kitchen apron, cooking breakfast on a little wood stove, where
he had coffee, bacon, eggs and cereal all going at once. To add to
our astonishment, Mrs. Bland addressed him as "Meade" when
making suggestions. While we sipped the hot coffee, Dr. Bland
outlined the morning's plan. We were to gather wild flowers in the
meadow and decorate the funeral pyre.
The little road wound on up to a barn at the top of the ridge
and the green meadow stretched below. We sat for a while at the
edge of the road just drinking in the view. In the clear air we
could see the unbridged Golden Gate. Here we were joined by the
lone male student who had slept on the hay in the barn and had
no need to carry blankets. Now he was on his way to breakfast
with the Bland family.
Poppies and brodiaea grew in profusion in the meadow grass
and soon we had an armful. Arriving at the high stone pyre, we
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were at a loss as to the best way of displaying our flowers, as we
had no vases or urns. Finally we arranged them along the edge of
the pyre where they could be seen from below. One newspaper
reported that California poppies had been placed along the edge
of the great stone pyre, so at least our efforts were noticed.
The afternoon was sunny and still with scarcely a breeze on the
hilltop. Several hundred people had climbed the slope and had
stationed themselves in the shade of the trees close to the funeral
pyre. Dry branches and twigs had been placed on the pyre and
these were ignited from a plazing pine knot and the fire burned
during the ceremony. No printed programs were given out and the
names of those participating are from a newspaper account.
Joaquin Miller had asked his fellow members of the Bohemian
Club to cast his ashes on the pyre and Mr. Charles Field presided
over the ceremony. An elegiac poem written by Miss Ina Coolbrith
was read by Mr. Richard Hotalling since Miss Coolbrith was unable to be present.
Prof. William Armer of U.C. delivered a short address and reviewed the poet's life. After the address the Bohemian choir sang
Stevenson's "Requiem."
Before the ashes were spread on the flames, Mr. Field read the
words of the song, "Good-bye, Joaquin, Good-bye." This farewell
was sung by the choir as Colonel John P. Irish scattered the poet's
ashes on the flickering blaze. Colonel Irish was deeply moved as

Mrs. Miller beside the funeral pyre 1913.
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he had been an intimate and personal friend of Joaquin Miller.
During the ceremony, Mrs. Miller and Juanita stood close by
the funeral pyre. When they were separated by the movements of
the crowd, Mrs. Miller was heard to murmum in a plaintive voice,
"Juanita, Juanita, where are you?" The people between them
moved aside at once, and the two black-clad women stood together
once more.
When the harmonious singing of the choir had died away and
the ashes of Joaquin Miller were mingled with the low-burning
flames on the pyre, the large crowd stood in silence as the impressive ceremony ended.
However the solemnity of the closing was somewhat marred
when a number of the spectators made a sudden rush toward the
stone pyre for possible souvenirs. One stout dowager, to our dismay, walked off proudly grasping a handful of withered poppies.
We students gathered our belongings and walked slowly down
the little mountain road, not talking much, but each one savoring
to herself this never-to-be-forgotten experience. For more than
sixty years the events of those two days have been a treasured
memory - an interlude spent on Olympus.

lola S. Young

I was born eighty years ago near the now famous Victorian
Village of Ferndale, in Humboldt County, the seventh in a family
of eight children born to Charles B. and Sarah Lytle Sweet, who
had come to Eel River Valley from Nova Scotia a few years before.
My early home was at Fern Cottage Ranch, the homeplace of
the Russ family, where my father was employed, and later we
lived on the Occidental Ranch, a delightful home with boats in
a slough by the house and the ocean a short walk through the
pastures.
We children attended the old Centerville School [now relocated
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on the fairgrounds in Ferndale] and the Port Kenyon School in a
river village where the little steamer Argo docked on its run from
San Fancisco. For one year we lived in the Wild Cat hills just
back of Ferndale and at intervals, the four in our family were the
_only pupils in the Wild Cat School.
By the time I finished grade school, a high school had been
established in Ferndale and my sister and I were graduated in
1912. From there we went to San Jose Normal School which was
quite an undertaking at the time, as travel from Eureka to San
Francisco was by coastwise steamer, a voyage of about twentytwo hours. Incidentally in our vernacular, going to San Francisco
was "going below."
Those were horse and buggy days and that is how my sister and
I got to high school for those four years, since we lived four miles
away. Eureka was about twenty miles from Ferndale and I can
remember my first train ride. At Ferndale we boarded a stagecoach drawn by four horses, which took us to the railroad which
was on the other side of Eel River. We crossed the river on a
hand-propelled ferry, exciting enough if the river happened to be
slightly flooded. Almost as soon as we were seated in the passenger
car, the train would rumble through the tunnel under Table
Bluff and we emerged into a world of lumber mills and steamboats, as well as clanging streetcars, so different from our quiet
green valley where we were never away from the soothing sound
of the nearby ocean.
Most of my adult life has been spent as a classroom teacher in
country schools. My first school was at Grizzly Bluff, near Ferndale, where my classroom was a renovated church, which housed
the primary grades. In 1919, I was married to Robert ]. Young and
we lived in Modesto, Morgan Hill, and Stockton. From Stockton
we moved to the lovely hills of El Dorado County in 1945. This
has been our home ever since, although I am now alone, since my
husband died three years ago. We had one daughter who is now
Mrs. Fern Paselk of San Jose. Our three grandchildren are an important part of my life.
It was while we lived in Stockton that I became involved in
teaching again and taught for many years at Banta, near Tracy .
After a few years in the Diamond Springs School near here, I
retired.
Looking back, I would not change any part of my life unless as
a young person I might have been more aware. At it is, I feel
that those of us who wete born around the turn of the century
grew up and have lived in a golden age in a favored area.
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The above photograph of Kathleen Norris and her son was taken
by San Francisco's famed Arnold Genthe and published by
McCLURE'S MAGAZINE in June 1915.
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DEANNA PAOLI GUMINA

San Francisco Public Library, Special Collections
During the fall of 1911 a young bride, a San Franciscan by birth
but living in New York had just published a short novelette from
which a long and famous career was launched. The novelette,
entitled Mother, was such an absorping story filled with all the
tender sentimentality and firm sweetness of motherhood that
President Theodore Roosevelt took time from his busy presidential
schedule to drive out to the authoress's apartment to commend
her. Mother had attained for Kathleen Norris immediate success.
The following year, her articles and short stories appeared in
popular ladies magazines. Her romantic novels and intriguing
mysteries were read by both men and women. Her style was
simple, direct and practical. She wrote of life the way she knew it,
had lived it and sometimes the way she would have wanted it to
have been. Her advice was offered to women of all ages, from
young brides and mothers of small children to maturer women
whose apprehensions concerning middle-age was compounded by
the sense of loss they feared as they watched their adolescent children gain independence. She wanted to reach the heartland of
American womanhood because that was where the future of the
nation rested. For over three decades, from the nineteen twenties
through the forties, she counseled countless American women who
asked how best they could fulfill themselves as mothers, wives and
most importantly, as women.
Today, when women, especially the young and adventurous are
attempting to fashion their personal quests for self-fulfillment with
the urgings of feminists to be more forceful in their fight for
equality in a male-oriented society, or have set aside the traditional role of marriage and motherhood for weekend companionship and single parenthood, it seems almost trivial to go back to
the frothy and romantic writings of Kathleen Norris. And yet,
some of the best advice for women anxious to discover themselves
is to be found in the many novels, editorials and monthly articles
that this witty and understanding woman wrote.
She claimed that she wrote for those whose daily needs were
simple, much like her own. But in the end, Kathleen Norris wei-
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corned the challenge to discuss the moral intricacies of divorce,
contraception and the rearing of children. She directed her crusades to a sophisticated audience of women who were educated,
talented, upper middle-class and usually socially prominent. All
of her heroines possessed glowing attributes, and all were beautiful not only for their physical attractiveness and poise, but because in the eyes of Kathleen Norris, all women who were neat
and clean were good looking. She was as knowledgeable of the
plight of the poor working girl who due to some series of misfortune events in her family's past was denied both monetary
inheritance and social position, as she was of the weaknesses of
the conventional society woman whose conversations were nothing
more than a repetorie of family genealogies and catty clubhouse
gossip. Through her heroines, she extolled the virtues of simplicity,
wholesomeness and womanliness.
Her ideal of a mature woman was nurtured during the sunny
days of her youth spent in Mill Valley, and she was fortified by
the untimely death of her parents which left the eighteen year-old
Kathleen to care for her three brothers and two sisters. The years
prior to her marriage were highly seasoned by poverty and responsibilities, and became the threads which Kathleen Norris wove
into the colorful cloth of her stories. Her marriage to writer
Charles Gillman Norris, and their move to New York where they
vowed to take the literary world by storm only embedded into her
being the grains of the moral and social mores of womanliness
which she had based upon her early adulthood and taught Kathleen Norris not to shun poverty, or to run from the weariness of
duty, but to glory in these roles as these were the means to inner
strength and contentment. A believer in happy endings, all of
Kathleen Norris's works ended the same with the heroine having
stripped away the trumpery and superficiality of her surroundings
for the tranquility that one derived from the simplicity of life.
The wrecklessness of companionate and early marriages, the
permissiveness of mothers with their daughters and the hurriedness
with which some women raced toward divorce or shunned motherhood angered Kathleen Norris who regarded these as faddish
crazes an'd the destructive forces whic poisoned the very heart of
the home - the mother. She deplored the frivolty with which some
mothers allowed their daughter to marry without teaching them
the meaning of sacrifice, deprivation or responsibilities. In an
article for Colliers Magazine in 1937, she wrote that it was a great
pity that humor, courage and the wideness of vision could not be
showered upon the bride along with the cake cutter, the guest
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towels and the kitchen utensils. Kathleen Norris repeatedly stated
that it was the woman who made the man king in his home and
held a marriage together.
She warned of divorce from the extravagent wife who mismanaged money, or the mother who was bored by the chatter of
small children, or the woman who feared insecurity and rushed
into marriage hoping to instantly find the happiness and contentment that comes only after a husband and wife have shared years
of love, work and planning together. What these women had discovered instead, was the hollow emptied shells of their own
beings. They refused both to love and give life, and this for
Kathleen Norris was the negation of the essence of a woman.
Only a woman was especially empowered to create, generate and
sustain life whether it was the physical bearing of a child or the
lending of moral support to her husband and family during hard
times. Born into an Irish-Catholic family, and raised under the
stern guidance of the Victorian era, marriage was a sacred commitment in which one gave one hundred percent of themselves,
and divorce which even disrupted her family, was resorted to only
in the most extreme cases.
Marriage was life's greatest adventure, she wrote, but one
which called for careful preparation. When asked by Life Magazine in 1953 for her reaction to the then controversial Kinsey Report, Kathleen Norris warned that if the physical side of marriage
was all important, then our society could expect more divorces and
poor mating. If a woman was well-balanced, eager for life in all
relations, commented Kathleen Norris, relations that included
companionship, planning, laughing and worrying together, friends,
trips and delight in children, then Dr. Kinsey needn't worry about
a woman's sex life. If a woman had affection for her husband, confidence in his abilities and the desire to share his life, then sex
was the natural expression of her love. In all of her novels, the
heroine was not only loved by all, but knew how to share her love.
Each stage of life provided Kathleen Norris with an abundance
of writing materials which she readily enjoyed with her readers.
Getting older, she once told newsreporters was a good feeling. It
~eant seeing deeper into the meaning of things, like seeing the
whole pattern of a rug after glimpsing just a part. As she settled
into middle-age, observing her son Frank and another adopted
son William, and a band of nieces and nephews grow up, she
urged women forward out of their domestic routines and into
what she called some intellectual pursuit that would challenge
them. She was upset with women who selfishly bemoaned the
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marriage of a son or a daughter as a loss and who never let John
or Mary forget that after all their mothers had sacrificed for them,
they were no longer as important to them as their spouses. These
mothers, wrote Kathleen Norris, were octopuses who by their possessiveness sucked out the very substance of life from their grown
children leaning on them for support denying them future
happiness.
She prodded women, while they were still young to become involved in community affairs, hobbies or causes that were unrelated
to their youngster's activities in preparation for the time when
their children were grown, married and on their own. Independence was necessary if a woman was to be of value to herself and
her family. Kathleen Norris took her theme one step further. She
encouraged women to seek jobs because she keenly believed that
the financial independence of women was the first step toward
better days. Writing had bestowed upon her financial freedom
which she admittedly relished, and she saw no conflict between
keeping her home and the creative pursuit that had fulfilled her
dreams.
Life, philosophized Kathleen Norris, was a mixture of good and
bad, and her own was an exciting adventure that she might have
written along with the 90 other novels that she composed between
1911 and 1957. Her career, which began a year after her marriage,
always remained compatible with that union even though she and
her husband wrote poles apart in both style and substance. A
typical work day for the Norris's began at 9 a.m. working until
1 p.m. stopping for lunch, followed by an afternoon with the
family and friends, a few games of chink-a-check before dinner,
and then a few more hours of writing to tidy up the day's work
Although her influence upon three generations of American women was great, Kathleen Norris never believed that any of her
works were for all times. She did believe that she had put her
best efforts into her work, not because she wanted to be remembered as a great writer, but because the people and the problems
she wrote about were of a real concern to her. Addressing a
monthly meeting of the Junior League of San Francisco, she
pressed upon the young women present to utilize their educations
and write, but cautioned them to be humble about their writings,
and write about something familiar, simply and with honest
conviction.
One colleague described Kathleen Norris as a dynamo of energy,
leaping · from the typewriter to the kitchen, to the card table and
then into a heated political discussion, a wife, a mother and a very
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charming hostess. Her interest in politics, which undoubtedly
shocked some of her women readers and probably brought smiles
to the faces of her male admirers, was in keeping with her versatile nature. Even though her own political views, pacifist, isolationist and prohibitionist conflicted with her husband's interventionist and wet politics, Kathleen Norris would have been a
hard sort to have kept quietly at home. A member of the fascist
American Peace Mobilization until it became too rancid for even
the liberal-minded Kathleen, and a voice in the "Women's International League for Peace and Freedom, she petitioned American
women not to tolerate the male's complacent rebuttal of "That's
politics, dear!" in response to the female's political inquisitiveness.
With the advent of World War II, she encouraged women to form
boycotts against products exported by offensive nations, join PTA's,
peace societies and link hands across the borders with other
women as the only way to stop wars.
The unhappiest moment in Kathleen Norris's life came in 1945
with the death of her husband. For one year, her typewriter remained untouched and silent. She had called him her kingpin, and
she felt that she had lived as happy a life as any woman was ever
given. When asked by a feature writer for an interview, she
fidgeted for a moment and told him that most of her story was in
her first autobiography, Noon and that her husband would gladly
tell him the rest. After all, quipped Kathleen Norris, "he's responsible for it all anyway."
Her secret desire was to disappear into a small American village
where there was a good crop of babies and begin living the real
stories again. Of course, she never did. Some national group was
forever nominating her as "Mother of the Year," while various
women's clubs were asking her to speak. Her magazine articles
brought her fame as a marital expert, and the cinderella-like stories
she wrote categorized her as a romantic sentimentalist whose basic
theme was that love triumphs over all. Each of her works bore
witness to that unwavering testimonial to her ideal of a fulfilled
woman. All were cast from the same mould, that which had produced Mother, and the same mould that had cast Kathleen Norris.
From the wholesome heart ready to give and sustain the life that
her own inspiration, her Mother had exemplified.

73

BIBLIOGRAPHY
"California Biographies: Kathleen Norris Collection" in deposit, Special
Collections Department, San Francisco Public Library, San Francisco,
California.
Kathleen Norris, Family Gathering. New York: Doubleday and Company,
1957.
"Charles and Kathleen Norris." Bookman, July 1925, pp. 536-537.
"Incredible Opinion on Kinsey Report." Life, August 24, 1953, pp. 59-60.
"A Laywoman Looks At Companionate Marriage." Catholic World, June
1928, pp. 257-263.
Norris, Kathleen. "About the Author of Mother." Good Housekeeping,
November 1917, p. 24.
Norris, Kathleen. "Back Pay on Mrs. Day." Good Housekeeping, May,
1930, pp. 28-29.
Norris, Kathleen. "The Game No Woman Can Win." Delineator, November, 1929, p. 9; June, 1930, p. 12.
Norris Kathleen. "Kathleen Norris on Money and Marriage." Woman's
Journal, n.s. March, 1931, pp. 8-9.
Norris, Kathleen. "My Own Story," Delineator, July, 1924, pp. 8-9; August, 1924, pp. 68-69; September, 1924, pp. 66-67.
Norris Kathleen. "Our Own Four Walls." Good Housekeeping, April, 1930,

p. 98.
Norris, Kathleen. "Some Husbands Are Worth Saving." Colliers, April 24,
1937, p. 90.
Norris, Kathleen. "What Price Peace?" Delineator, May, 1928, pp. 12-13.

74

John E. Bauer.

Eugene Field Comes to California
JoHN E.

BAuER

During the early nineties southern California attracted an impressive number of Chicagoans as visitors, settlers and investors.
This trend had begun in the fabled real estate "Boom of the
Eighties," which publicized the delightful climate and rising economic opportunities of the "Southland." Los Angeles, center of the
activity, was dubbed "Chicago of the Pacific" by its enthusiastic
boosters, though its winter weather was favorably contrasted with
the cold season in the Middle West.
A virtually forgotten event of that colorful era was the monthlong California sojourn of the poet and critic, Eugene Field. Because of the growing Chicago-Los Angeles relationship and the
number of fellow Illinoisans he would meet on the Pacific coast
in the winter of 1893-94, he could not have felt very homesick
during his stay.
At the time of his western tour, Eugene Field was at the height
of his literary powers. Born in St. Louis in 1850, he gained initial
literary success in his native state, working on newspapers in St.
Joseph and Kansas City before · moving to Denver and finally
settling in Chicago. The Windy City in the eighties when Field
arrived was a raw, materialistic community on the verge of becoming America's second city and asserting a cultural leadership
over the Midwest. Field's column, "Sharps and Flats," which appeared for a dozen years, 1883-95, in the Chicago Morning News
(later the Record), was the model for an emerging type of journalism familiar today. In it, he philosophized, discussed literature,
the theatre, and current events, and presented his juvenile verses,
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more for adults than youngsters. Field, the "Poet of Childhood,"
was an unusual combination of satirist and sentimentalist.
Physically, the balding poet seemed more lugubrious than comical. Weighing 160 pounds, he stood six feet tall whenever he
rarely unfolded to full height. Preferring to shamble, as a friend
remarked, Field used "the least possible energy." His long legs appeared weary, while his skinny, large-boned arms lacked the
muscle one might expect of such a frame. Like Lincoln, another
gangling Midwesterner, Field had no taste for clothing. Probably
because of poor health, his skin had a deathlike pallor, contrasting
oddly with his large, clear blue eyes. 1
Everyone who knew Eugene Field remarked that he charmingly
combined humor with pathos. His sad, downlike face could instantly change mood, while his gift for mimicry brought laughter
to his listeners. Field's wit was a gentle pinprick against the inflations of snobbery, and he loved nothing better than to ridicule
pretensions, fearlessly exposing the fraud in some very prominent
people. Yet his innate kindness and lack of malice made both big
and small forgive him almost anything. 2 He even got victims to
laugh, and these casualties might include a city, particularly
Chicago, which he never tired of joshing for its nouveau riche
ways. 3
Rare for a chronic sufferer of stomach trouble, Field loved
devising pranks, the more elaborate, strenuous and original the
better they delighted him. These practical jokes were played on
such literary lights as James Whitcomb Riley, Carl Schurz, and
Oscar Wilde. 4 Field revelled in surprises, too, as much as did the
children he uncannily understood, loved, and wrote about. 5 Midwesterners understood his literary and personal jokes, but most
Easterners failed to appreciate either them or comprehend his
writing, for they rated him a realist, when actually humor was his
forte. As an admirer exclaimed, "To take him literally is to decant
champagne."6
Yet despite his often moralistic pleasantries, Eugene Field was
no reformer. He took human nature as he found it, and it constantly charmed him. A fellow genius, Elbert Hubbard, said that
Field knew the secret of friendship, concluding that, "sensible people do not go around putting everything straight. Things will not
stay put, anyway, unless it is their nature to do so. 'Gene Field
never called you down. He always called you up - up out of the
mire of selfishness and despondency, up into the sunlight.''7 In
California, perhaps too far west to be his "West," Field would
occasionally be as misunderstood as he was in England and the
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American East. It is no wonder that he refused to move east to
seek potentially greater audiences in New York. He feared it would
cramp him. Although a fine host who enjoyed Sunday callers,
Field never flattered his companions, who agreed with Hamlin
Garland that he was even greater a personality than a writer. 8
As an author, Field for a dozen years had "edified, amused,
shocked, bewildered, and even moved to tears, the readers of a
continent" through his famous column. 9 , Enormous, too, was his
book output of childhood poems, autobiographical sketches and
satires, which raised the level of Middle Western intellectual
standards. Like those other Western humorists, Mark Twain,
George Ade, and Josh Billings, Field invented a great variety of
ridiculous situations. This talent would briefly tum to - and on the California scene. 1o
Besides evolving as an unforgettable "personality" and literary
light, Eugene Field is remembered as a collector. His acquisitive
nature was virtually omnivorous. A "discerning prowler among
bookstalls" in America and abroad, he sought the quaint and
curious which might inspire or inform him in his writing, while
he also looked for unusual presents for his many friends . In the
flyleaves of a gift book he would write a unique and humorous
verse. 11
In the 1890's, Field bought a house for himself, his wife and
children in Buena Park, Chicago. This comfortable menage he
named the "Sabine Farm," and it fitted perfectly the image we
have of the poet. At first sight of it, a visitor wrote :
It looked like an old curiosity-shop, so crowded was it with curios of every
conceivable kind. He had gathered these from odd corners of Europe and
America, and each one of them had a personality to him, was an intimate
associate. The room was gay with color; there were Navajo blankets on the
walls and red Oriental curtains at the windows, and in the brightest, sunniest corner was his desk. Shelves were everywhere, and each shelf bore
more queer things than it could comfortably carry. It was the most individual
room that I have ever seen - it spoke so eloquently of the man who lived
in it.21

In his collection were the usual volumes one would expect of a
gentleman of that era, but Field was never orthodox, so the conventional books merely becan his accumulation. He also gathered
works on medicine, dreams, marriage, polygamy, celibacy, superstitions, fans, sewing, tobacco, armor, watches, crime and punishment,
religion, witchcraft, sorcery, opium, and dozens of other unusual
topics which, at the very least, indicated his limitless and inquiring mind! 13 His book, The Love Affairs of a Bibliomaniac, written
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about this time, was inspired by his book-loving adventures. In
Field's collections were souvenirs, to which California soon would
add its share. Tirelessly he had accumulated dolls, absurd toys,
trumpets, tin soldiers, and plush dogs such as he frequently described in his poems. He is said to have possessed Charles A.
Dana's editorial shears and William E. Gladstone's favorite axe! 14
No wonder his brother Roswell, an author in his own right, believed that, "No writer ever made more persistent and consistent
use of the material by which he was surrounded or put a higher
literary value on the little things which go to make up human
existence." 15
Field's wife, Julia, had become accustomed to his overwhelming
collections, and perhaps most of all with the crowded menagerie
her husband had gathered. It included dogs, cats, fish, raccoons,
and goats.l 6 Obviously, his five children had lots of fun among the
fauna and curios with their doting father.
By the late eighties, Field's health, never good, had seriously
declined. In 1888, he visited England on a lecture tour, spending
a hundred days in the worst possible weather for an invalid, and
enduring a miserable series of rain, sleet, and fog. Yet his bubbling
humor seldom dampened; he angered Henry Irving and Oscar
Wilde with his jokes demonstrated at their expenseY Perhaps
this unfortunate visit led to Field's permanent invalidism. At any
rate, in 1889-90, he visited Germany, the Netherlands and Belgium,
at least partly in search of the good health he never found. 18
In the fall of 1893, busy as usual at his Chicago desk, Field
caught a cold which developed into pneumonia. Recovery was
slow. His doctor, like many another Midwestern physician convinced of the supposedly wondrous effects of southern California's
salubrity, suggested that the poet spend the winter on the Pacific
coast. On November 8, Field wrote to Melvin L. Gray, whom he
had known since 1871. Gray and his wife Ruth had been close
friends of Field's parents, and Gray had executed his father's will.
Mrs. Gray and her husband had often advised Field, and the
latter frequently lent him money, for the author, despite his fame
and output, was always underpaid and usually in debt. 19 Now,
Field revealed to his old friend how weak he had felt for months.
In later correspondence he outlined his schedule for the western
Journey. He would leave for Los Angeles in early December:
My plans at present are very limited, extending only to Los Angeles and
San Diego. At the later point it will be wise for me to remain three weeks.
That will practically make me a well man. [An error of many optimistic
invalids of that period!] It is said to be a lovely spot. From there I shall
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want to go for a week or ten days to Madame Modjeska's ranch, located
ten miles from the railway, halfway between San Diego and Los Angeles.
It is a large ranch - 1,000 acres. Madame Modjeska has put it at my
disposal, and [Leigh] Lynch and you must help me bear the responsibility
thereof. Later in the winter we will go up to San Francisco and visit Henry
Field for awhile . . . . We go to Los Angeles by the Santa Fe.20

Field's reference to Madame Modjeska recalls a long friendship
he had with the superb tragedienne. Helen Modjeska had arrived
in the United States in 1876 with her husband, Count Karol
Bozenta, partly to escape difficulties that she, a Polish patriot,
was having with the Russian regime in her homeland. She attempted to found an agricultural colony near Santa Ana for
gently-born Poles, but eventually settled in Santiago Canyon, built
a winter home designed by Stanford White, and called it the
"Forest of Arden." There she rusticated whenever she was in
California. 21 With amusement she recalled her acquaintance with
Field, "I admired him for his genuine poetic talent, his originality
and almost childlike simplicity, as much as for his great heart. He
had indeed a many-sided and rich nature." At his Chicago home,
she had been impressed by what Field called a "reverse" dinner;
it began with black coffee and ice cream and ended with soup and
oysters. After each dish Field had played on his mechanical
piano.22 The poet, who doted on theatrical luminaries, was especially fond of Modjeska, and he employed for her benefit his
greatest ingenuity in concocting pranks, an activity reserved for
his best friends . In 1883, he wrote a poem, "The Wanderer," and
signed her name to it. Upon reading the verses some of her friends
said they were not in her usual "habit of thought," while others,
to Field's delight, insisted that they definitely were! 23 When he
finally revealed his authorship, Helena was highly amused, and
their friendship grew. In 1886, he composed another poem, "To
Helena Modjeska," which was not of such high quality as the former, yet was superior to most of the efforts penned by others in
her honor. He also wrote the humorous "When Mojesky Plays
Cameel."24
When Field arrived in California, Helen Modjeska was not on
the coast, but she placed her ranch at his disposal, suggesting
that he treat it as his temporary home, but Field needed rest, not
fun, and so finally changed his mind about going there. 25
On the afternoon of December 15, Field's train arrived in Los
Angeles where he was greeted after his own comical manner by
the Times :
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Gene, old man, we are almighty glad to see you, and if you have brought
along with you a limping and congested lung, or a crouping cough, may it
flee from you as a bird to the mountains. Here in the balmy and beauty
of the Sunny South, among the riotous roses and the uproarious fragrance of
the orange-fruited uplands, may you gather wellness galore, and find things
to sing about that we fellows are blundering over every day of our lives
without seeing. And you'll be sure to.26

Accompanied by Leigh S. Lynch, his long-time friend and the
business manager of a prominent New York theater, Field stopped
at Los Angeles' Hollenbeck Hotel.2 7 It was reported - and hoped
- by Field as well as Los Angeles, that he would stay till April,
but he was too exhausted from the overland trip to give interviews.
Field was determined that VIP's should not fuss over him during
his quiet search for health. His eschewing of publicity reflected
an earlier statement of his philosophy, "I dislike crowds and I
abominate functions." 28
Yet, Eugene Field's humor overcame any determination to concentrate entirely on physical recovery. When asked why he did
not visit the famous Modjeska ranch, he replied that he had read
in one of the Los Angeles papers that, rendered desperate by cold
and hunger, a number of mountain lions had descended upon the
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ranch, carried off about twenty beeves and numerous sheep, goats,
and calves. Still not satisfied, they came down from the hills every
night, camped on Modjeska's front porch, and awaited visitors!
Field did not want his lean body to become their dinner. 29
Like other Middle Westerners "informed" about California by its
overzealous hucksters, survivors of the recent boom which had
made Los Angeles a modern city, Field satirized their "California
Talk" and a spurious local romanticism when he announced that,
"There are but two books read in California; one is Helen Hunt's
'Ramona' and the other is the Whittier Birthday Book. You cannot go anywhere between Fresno and Tia Juana [Lower California] without having pointed out to you 'the house where Ramona
lived.' There are no fewer than sixty of it." With mocking seriousness, and perhaps a shade of bigotry rare for him, he confided to
his Chicago readers through the column he continued to submit
to his paper, that Alessandro, Ramona's first husband, was not
murdered after all. He spent his last days at San Juan Capistrano,
devoting his life to getting drunk, "not wildly or hilariously, but
just logically, soddenly drunk." And as for Ramona, she still lived
at the mission town: "We saw her as we journeyed to and from
San Diego. Upon the first occasion she came aboard the train,
selling insect powder in small, brown-paper packages. She was
o'er burdened with infirmities of age rather than with clothing
and her appearance served as a most eloquent tribute to the propriety of the trade in which she was engaged." Later, when her
house was pointed out Field asserted that "We saw Ramona in the
back yard, butchering a hog."30
In Chicago, Field had known the famous physician, Dr. Norman
Bridge, who had advised tuberculars to go to southern California
for the recovery that the popular health resort's climate supposedly
afforded. When Bridge discovered that he himself had contracted
"consumption," in 1891 he followed his own advice. Now recovered
from the mild attack, he renewed an old friendship and became
the butt of Field's newest pranks.
Ever the bookworm, Field took time to visit the Los Angeles
Public Library where he met its librarian, Tessa L. Kelso, for
whom he recited some of his poems. This must have been a memorable moment for the literary guardian of the little city of 50,000.
Unable to curb his impish nature, when Field spied a demure
assistant entering, he, with grave demeanor, posed as a public
official, exclaiming: "Well, if you think we must cut down the
salaries of this force of people, I suppose we shall have to agree
to it - but only a cut of ten per cent, not a penny more.'' The
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poor girl rushed out, told her colleagues, and soon the whole staff
was angry or in tears! When another girl entered ten minutes later,
Field mercifully revised his mood, announcing, "No, gentlemen, I
refuse to agree to any reduction in the salaries of these women.
They are low enough already." The young lady brightened, hastened to tell the others, and a moment of calamity had passed.31 In
Miss Kelso, Field met a person almost as unusual as himself. Her
boundless, aggressive, and unconventional energy was used to inaugurate the library's interlibrary loan service, develop its Californiana collection and music library, and expand school-library contacts. Meanwhile, she increased seven-fold the institution's
holdings. 32
As Field had planned, he visited San Diego during his tour,
Residents there found he treated his illness "as he did all his
ailments, with a droll sarcasm that did not indicate his true condition . .. . In leaving here he carried off all the odd and quaint
old books of verse that could be found in the second-hand book
stores.''33
Unfortunately, during Field's stay in southern California the
vaunted winter sunshine and warmth did not appear. It was bad
enough to be ill and far from his wife and family during the
Christmas season without December and January being so unusually cold. Snow fell at Barstow in the Mojave Desert, a rare
event, and San Diego noted the coldest day in fourteen years,
31.6°F.34 Meanwhile, even Angeleno optimists complained about
the low temperatures while out-of-staters, like Field, suffered the
most from the lack of central heating in the "sunny southland."35
Field was neither the first nor last tourist cynically to attack the
shortcomings of winter resorts when he wrote to his friend, Gray :
I am very tired of freezing to death, and I have made up my mind to get
into a country where I can at least keep warm. Ever since I got to California
I have shivered and shivered, and shivered, and there seem to be no facilities for ameliorating this unpleasant condition here. I am told that in six
months or a year the new-corner becomes acclimated; I do not regard that
as encouraging.3G

About that time, he composed for his ongoing column his impressions of the overdone glories of the great "orange belt and
sanitarium:"
Before we had ever seen an orange grove we fancied that it must be the
most beautiful, the most delightful, the most restful spot in all the world.
We pictured the joys of lying upon the velvety sward in the shade of this
grove, listening to the solemn music of the wind in the foliage, and catching
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kaleidoscopic glimpses of the distant empyrean. This was all pleasant enough
in the warmth of a well-heated Chicago home. But the awakening from the
poetic dream was rude to the degree of brutality.
What, in fact, is an orange grove but the lonsomest, dampest, chillest,
most cheerless of all existing or imaginable things? The hideousness of its
mouldy gloom is enhanced by the mathematically severe regularity in which
the trees are arranged. And such trees! Wretched little creatures they are,
reminding one, with their distressing burden of fruit, of nursery-bred, precocious children. They look so premature, so stunted, so unlike our notion
of what a tree should be - who can help pitying them?
And how about the velvety sward? There's not an inch of it, except in the
mind of the dreamer! Sward, indeed! Ploughed ground is what it is actually,
for the orange-tree must have plenty of moisture, and so the soil must be
kept turned and broken. If you would fain stroll in an orange grove you
must wear rubber boots and hump your shoulders for the ploughed ground
is wet and the trees are dwarfs. One stroll will suffice; you will then return
to your hotel, call a doctor, and nurse the influenza for ten days.
A good view of an orange grove is to be had from Mount Lowe or any
of the other peaks back of the Sierra Madre Valley.
Seen from above and at a distance of thirty miles, an orange grove
presents a pretty spectacle, fresh, green, and picturesque. The farther away
it is the more charming. Seen at its best, it is seen three thousand miles
off through the eyes of imagination of one poetically minded and kept at
normal temperature by the sweetest of all human inventions, a well-regulated furnace.37

While in southern California, Field took time to compose a memorial to Ruth Gray, "a duty to which I shall apply myself with
melancholy pleasure." ln ten minutely-penned pages, he bade her
farewell. Field began with a description of the Los Angeles landscape, inspired by a vista not far from the spot at which he had
written the above sketch so damning to the boasts of Californiaphiles. This time he discoursed on the natural beauty he saw while
looking south from the Sierra Madre Villa, a nationally-famous
resort for invalids and tourists, located east of Pasadena:
A glorious panorama is spread before me - such a picture as the latitude of
southern California presents at the time when elsewhere upon this continent
of ours the resentment of winter is visited. All around me is the mellow
grace of sunshine; roses, lilies, heliotropes, carnations, marigolds, nasturtiums,
marguerites, and geraniums are a-bloom; and as far as the eye can reach,
the green velvet of billowing acres is blended with the passion of wild poppies; the olive, the orange, and the lemon abound; yonder a vineyard lies
fast asleep in the glorious noonday; the giant rubber trees in all the remarkable fairyland are close at hand; and the pepper, the eucalyptus, the live
oak, and the palm are here, and there, and everywhere.
A city is in the distance [Los Angeles]; the smoke that curls up therefrom makes dim fantastic figures against the beautiful blue of the sky.
There is toil in that place, and the din of busy humanity; but t_tpon this
far-away hillside, with the sweetest gifts of Nature about me, I care not
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for these things. I am soothed by the melodies of wild birds and by the
music of the gentle winds that come from the great white ocean beyond
the valleys and the hills, away off where the ships go sailing.38

All this beauty reminded him of his happy boyhood visits to the
Pelham hills in the New England of his Vermont-born parents.
To Gene, now,
The yonder glimpse of the Pacific becomes the silver thread of the Connecticut seen not over miles of orange groves but broad acres of broom corn,
and instead of the pepper and the eucalyptus, the lemon and the palm, I
see or I seem to see the maples once more and the elms, and the chestnut
trees, the shagbark walnut, the hickory and birch.

And this recalling of his youth appropriately led Field to sketch
the life of Ruth Gray, a New Englander like his parents, who
had moved, as they had, to St. Louis, where she married Melvin
Gray in 1851. The poet's essay detailing her gentle life shone with
the sincerity of appropriate sentiment and revealed how he as a
youth had found her home a refuge from "temptation, care, and
vexation." He appreciated her fondness for young people, her
willingness to let him confide in her, as if she were his mother, to
share his enthusiasms, and encourage his literary ambitions. Field's
closing phrases expressed his deep religious faith. This manuscript,
so simply and reverently written, devoid of his usual humor and
odd choice of words, shows how deeply serious the best of humorists usually are, and it gives a little-publicized insight into his
true evaluation of southern California!3 9
Before the old year ended, Eugene Field had left for the Bay
Area. " The City," as San Francisco was then known throughout
the Far West, was preparing for its much-publicized Midwinter
Fair, a long-planned attraction inspired by and some ways modeled
after, Chicago's World Columbian Exposition, which had closed
but two months before. Field had partly come to see, and perhaps
to compare it to Chicago's great fair, and he proposed to write
about the spectacle for the Daily News· He must have been disappointed when the event was postponed until January due to the
heavy Midwestern snows which had delayed the arrival of foreign
and out-of-state exhibits.40
As Field journeyed north from Los Angeles shortly after Christmas, he said that he was impressed by the lack of sociability
among the people in his crowded railway car. His observations,
he wrote, led him to divide Californians into three groups: In Los
Angeles he had found a "modified type of the Easterner," in
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Fresno, "a mixture of the Easterner and native Californian," and
in San Francisco, "The distinctively Californian - the evolutionized product of early days." The lack of local spirit in California
communities, he said, forcibly impressed him. Field, with tongue
obviously in cheek, asserted that Californians commonly spoke in
deprecating terms of their home town! This Fieldan sarcasm was
certainly meant for shock value, for most of the Golden State's
journalists were renowned for their local chauvinism, which their
readers invariably applauded. 41
Shortly after his arrival in San Francisco, the Call noted that
Field was dividing his time "between storing away material in his
mental 'grub-box' for future use and dodging the interviewers.''42
To escape pestering journalists, upon his entrance into the city,
December 30, he check into the Occidental Hotel under an assumed name. That caravanssary at Montgomery and Sutter Streets
was in quality second only to the world-famous Palace Hotel. The
Occidental's marvelous display of Victorian red plush parlors,
circular sofas, potted palms, and lace-curtained windows was
enhanced during the Christmas season when its 200-foot corridors
were festooned with fir, laurel, and red berries. 43 If Field was to
feel at home in any San Francisco hotel, it would have been the
Occidental, with its quiet family atmosphere. 44 One wonders, however, if what one visitor of the day described as the "largest rats
I've ever seen," were spied by Field! With his well-known love
for meat and pies, he could not have missed the dining room,
famed for multicourse meals. 45 Not the little tin slodiers of his
well-loved poem, but the full-sized army variety were plentiful at
the Occidental, which had become a traditional gathering place
for military officers on leave. Unfortunately, Field, who suffered
so much from the cold, would find that the Occidental had no
central heating. As was true at southern California inns, every
room had an open coal-burning grate fire. 46
During his first night in the city, the famous poet visited the
exclusive Bohemian Club at Post and Grant Avenue. It's clubmen
held a "low jinks" in his honor. They voted Field a "prince of
good fellows" for his ability as a racounteur.H This prestigious
organization had been founded in 1872 by San Francisco's glittering
gathering of painters, writers, musicians and actors, the sort of
people that Field had always associated with and been admired
by on the shores of Lake Michigan. When he visited it, a new generation of luminaries had appeared. The annual midwinter high
jinks were full-blown by then, and the Bohemian Club was
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already rated as one of the most outstanding literary and artistic
clubs in the world.48 It was appropriate that the internationallyknown Field, who had written so much about the joys of Christmas, would visit there at that season, for the Bohemians' festivities
at holiday time were as thoroughly American in their humor and
audacity as he was. An immense wassail bowl dominated the main
hall, and "all manner of members seldom seen at other times
dropped in and fell unconsciously into the little groups that chatted cheerfully of everything and anything."49 Although he had
mischeviously dubbed California's own Joaquin Miller "the poet
of the Sahara,"'3° Field loved and believed in the West, which to
him was defined as everything and everyone from Ohio to the
Pacific. Once he had confided in Hamlin Garland that, "It's absurd
to suppose we're going on always being a tributary to the East,"
adding, "My love for the West has got blood in it."~ 1 Now he
could venture no farther west without a ship.
Willaim Doxey, a San Francisco bookman of singular note, at
his shop in the Palace Hotel later commemorated Eugene Field's
brief visit with a special display of books, autographs, photo-
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graphs, and memorabilia. One of the volumes, Field's Second
Book of Verse, had been inscribed by the poet thusly:
When I was broke in 'Frisco in 1894,
Amusements and experiments I had in goodly store:
I rose at five o'clock A.M. and went
To bed at eight,
And in between I sat around and talked with Cousin Kate.
Yet, Eastman is a model host, and loves to
Whoop things up,
With lunches, billiards, horses and foaming wassail cup;
His neckties, bosom-shirts, and coats and pantaloons I wore
When I was broke in 'Frisco in 1894.52

Although Field was hardly poor, he had partly depended on
Melvin Gray for a loan, as his doggerel admitted. Doxey, a jovial
little Engishman and a member of the Bohemian Club, was described by friends as "more of a bookman and Bohemian than a
businessman," which may account for a later business failure. 5 3
For literary excellence more than profit, he published during its
two-year existence, 1895-97, the experimental literary magazine
appropriately titled The Lark. Its fresh and joyous spirit, like that
of Doxey, "who walked on his toes," would have delighted Field
had he lived to read it.54
While in the Bay area, Field was anxious to visit his cousin,
Henry K. Field, two years his elder. Henry had come to California in 1879 and eventually moved to Alameda where he was
Pacific coast agent of the New England Mutual Life Insurance Company.55 He, too, was a Bohemian. Henry and his wife,
Kate, mentioned by Gene in the above inscription, had five children. 56 Those January days were heartwarming for the ailing poet.
He and the long-absent Henry had been boyhood chums and had
kept up their correspondence over the years. As a result, Gene was
well informed on California topics and thus his joshing of the
state and its enthusiasts was backed by appropriate "homework."
He also knew that many of his fellow journalists of the old St.
Louis, Kansas City, Denver, and Chicago days had moved to
California's great publishing center, San Francisco. They had followed with interest and pride his rise in literary circles and were
eager to see him again. William Greer Harrison, who remembered
this "flying visit" recalled that Field's "gentle manners, his brilliant wit and his thorough knowledge of humanity and his love for
it endeared him to every man whose good fortune it was to come
into close contact with him." 57
One morning at breakfast at his cousin Henry's home in Ala=
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meda, Gene told Kate that he had had a horrible dream the previous night. Her husband had died. As he approached the Pearly
Gates and tried to enter, St. Peter stopped him while he searched
for his name in the Great Register. When Peter asked who he
was, Henry replied, "Mr. Field," and St. Peter promptly replied,
"Ah, Mr. Eugene Field, walk right in. You are welcome." Henry
corrected the guardian of Paradise, telling him that he was not
Eugene, but his cousin. St. Peter looked again, but could not
find his name, so Henry had to go below. The gatekeeper of hell
could not locate his name there, either, and once more Cousin
Henry was turned away. In concluding his yarn, Gene observed
that, "I heard him cry in aguish, 'Great heavens, must I go back
and live in the glorious climate of California?"' This unexpected
display of humor may have startled Kate, but it was Field's way
of telling his California cousin how weary he and other Illinoisans
had become of hearing about the Far West's overrated perfections.58
One writer, perhaps wise only in hindsight, insisted that Field
knew he would not live long when he went to California, yet the
poet is said to have told Henry during his visit that he felt he
would reach the peak of his literary output during the coming
decade.59 In any case, Field found some compensations in his San
Francisco Bay sojourn; he gained a little weight, had his photograph taken, and generally enjoyed himself in a city as kaleidoscopic as his complicated nature could demand, but he did not
recover health. 6 0
Early in January, Field returned to Los Angeles. He had now
decided to cut short his vacation, due to the disappointing weather, and so left that city on January 19, 1894. Before departing, he
told Angelenos that he "liked Los Angeles better than any other
place in Southern California, and hoped to eventually locate
here."61 Going home by the mild-temperatured southern route,
he stopped in New Orleans for a few days of rest and hoped-for
sunshine. There, as was his custom, he haunted curio shops. A
literary critic, Lucy Monroe, noted: "It was in a New Orleans
curio-shop that I met him, and he was not satisfied until he had
taken me to the French Quarter to investigate several others. The
glories of the festival of Mardi-Gras were nothing to him in comparison with a queer old bottle-shop down near the river." 62 According to one writer, by penning a poem about it, he raised
that obscure little store to fame and made it the haunt of collectors.6:l One of Field's theatrical friends, Joseph Jefferson, a great
actor best remembered for his role of "Rip Van Winkle," was
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with him in New Orleans. He felt that the poet was "a little daft"
because he bought all sorts of bizarre souvenirs. On his pa1t,
Field considered Jefferson odd for squandering money on trifles!G-t

Photo of Eugene Field 1895.
Courtesy of the Huntington Library

In the aftermath of Eugene Field's southern California visit, a
famous booster of the Southwest, its climate and culture, the
colorful editor of Los Angeles' literary magazine, Land of Sunshine, exploded in anger. Charles Fletcher Lummis was in his way
as much a "character" as Field, and, like him, had a decade earlier
left the Middle West to come to California for health. He, too,
could use humor against stuffed shirts, but in his crusades for
the intellectual and economic advancement of California, Lummis
did not appreciate lampooning. Editorially, he wrote in his column, the "Lion's Den," in June, 1895:
Fancy a man of letters skipping over the State principally occupied with a
thermometer, to be hauled from his pocket and blinked at whenever he
could thereby show a delicate courtesy to his hosts! Also, whenever he was
in a condition to take the readings. One is irresistably reminded, by Mr.
Field's progress through California, of [Robert Louis]Stevenson's "A Bluebehinded ape, "I skip, upon the trees in Paradise." For Mr. Field was out_
here, last year; and those who care for such fishing as the catostomus teres
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affords, [a sucker!] had fun with him. Brakemen and bootblacks recognized
their legitimate prey - and he very appropriately treats the result in his
"Sharps and a Flat" [sic] column in a Chicago paper.
We have hospitably entertained here every conceivable kind of a tenderfoot, and many kinds that are inconceivable; but Mr. Field has the happy
distinction of being, in the classic phrase of Vanderbilt, "more kinds of a
'etc.,"' than any other man now extant. . . .
Ever since his return to Chicago (where he certainly need not carry a
thermometer) he has been demonstrating how much better $5 per column
for "smart" prevarication is suited to his literary quality than is the sober
sense of occasionally sober travelers.
These reflections are not because Eugene did not love our climate. Providence is kind enough to this country to keep some classes from wishing to
settle here. But a certain self-respect and dignity are expected of a literary
man, in these days. And Eugene seems to have come to California for a
change when he really should have gone to the nurse.GG

Perhaps Lummis was angriest because Field's fun-poking seemed
to bely the very title of his magazine!
The New York Independent, one of America's oldest and most
influential religious publications, on June 13, 1895, chided Lummis
for his harsh attack on Field, which had appeared as "such a roaring all around the ring." The California editor replied that he had
not really roared. "That was merely the robust purr of the puma
when he befalls predestined prey."66 Yet, Field was not the only
Chicago visitor that winter to complain about Los Angeles' chilly
days, poorly-heated rooms, and frostbitten semitropical plants. 67
One belittler said that this must indeed be God's country, because
the winter climate was not warm enough for it to belong to "someone" elsel 68
Eugene Field never knew good health again, yet he did not
perceptibly relax his pace because of it. He was probably more
prolific in his last year than in any previous one. Death came
suddenly at Chicago in the night of November 4, 1895. America
grieved for its singular poet, humorist, and friend of children. If
Californians had held any small grudge against his laughing at
their inflated regional loyalties, all was forgiven now. Typical of
his many obituaries on the Pacific coast is that of the Los Angeles
Times: "If it has seemed lonesome for a few days here in the
world that wears on us with its griefs and care and anxieties, then
it .is because a light has gone out that sent cheerful rays into more
lives than we may ever know o£." 69
It is futile to speculate on how California might have benefitted
had the winter of 1893-94 not been "unusual," or had Field become
well enough to have returned to settle, at least seasonally, in Los
Angeles. We do know that by his day many of his fellow Chi-
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cagoans were enriching the growing community and modifying
its culture. Eugene Field's contributions would surely have been
significant, and they could never have been boring. 70
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Erne5tine Smutny - Book Review Editor
JACK LONDON, by Earle Labor (New York: Twayne Publishers,
1974, 179 pp., $6.95).
Reviewer: HowARD LACHTMAN, Stuart Library of Western Americana, UOP.
Long dismissed by some academicans as an ephemeral or minimal figure in the development of the modern American imagination, Jack London has recently become the subject of growing interest among other authorities who have begun to explore the
surprisingly varied levels of his interests and adventures. Not
unexpectedly, their explorations have resulted in a Jack London
revival among some readers, collectors, and critics, prepared over
the last decade especially by the publication of London's letters,
a study of his Klondike experience, a selection of his journalism,
two major bibliographies, and continuing competition to produce
the first scholarly biography of this most widely read and most
translated of all American authors. The London resurgence has
been handicapped by the absence of a full-scale critical assessment
of the writer's career, but now Earl Labor's study answers that
need in generous and convincing fashion. Labor's balanced, methodical, and sensible case for London as a personality of creative
stature worth rediscovery very wisely avoids the excesses of those
more partial commentators who have either damned London with
faint praise or glorified him with excessive adulation. No such subterfuges exist in this commendable study, an excellent example of
how narrative interest can be wed to critical objectivity.
Labor's account of the "stylistic and temperamental characteristics" of the legendary Californian is also an incitement to rediscover
Jack London through fresh social, mythic, and historic perspectives.
For one thing, the inequities London attacked and the reforms he
urged recommend him as an advocate of social justice. As an
authentic and enduring American folk hero, the legend of Jack
London has advanced to the stage where, like Mark Twain, he is
a household word even to those who have never read his works.
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In Labor's view, London's stature is a mixture of sustained ·popular appeal, serious literary merit, and personal charisma. As a
literary craftsman, London has far more to offer than those vivid
tales of Alaskan adventure for which he is perhaps still best known.
Labor finds, for example, that London pioneered in the apocalyptic novel and dystopian fiction, that his variations on the complex
theme of the American Dream place much of his work in the mainstream of our cultural hist01y, that his indictments of the white
· man's exploitation of the South Seas are as incisive as Herman
Melville's, and that his fictional use of Freud and Jung anticipated
the "new literature" of the 1920's - an age which London's un. timely death in 1916 prevented him from entering. In some sense,
however, he had already anticipated it.
Of particular interest to Western readers, California novels like
Burning Daylight ( 1910) and The Valley of the Moon ( 1913) are
said to dramatize "the archetypal tensions between civilization
and the wilderness, the machine versus the garden." It is precisely
in this capability for "primordial vision" and "mythopoeic force"
that London reveals his moments of genuine artistq and that
Labor's critical method can seize on an unacknowledged source of
the author's lasting appeal. In pa1ticular, chapters like "The Literary Frontiersman" and "The Symbolic Wilderness" are masterly
analyses of a career closely linked to America's own cultural and
psychical transitions in the Strenuous Age.
So versatile, talented, enigniatic, and neglected a figure in
American literature as Jack London is bound to inspire a growing
number of critical and scholarly appraisals, particularly as the
London centennial year of 1976 approaches. Given the nature of
the subject, few can hope to be entirely comprehensive or satisfying. As Professor Labor notes in underestimating his own accomplishment, "For ve1y lately the realization has come to me that the
full magnitude of London's achievement persists in eluding us.
My great hope is that the coming critical generation will have the
understanding and the resources to assess hini justly and fully."
What is clear is that such ·assessments will have to begin with
Labor's own resourceful recognition of Jack London as an exemplar of an American literary mode and popular myth, a fit candidate
for inclusion in the pantheon which houses the more conspicuous
busts of Twain, Crane, and Hemingway. Because more bad
writing has appeared on Jack London after his death than he himself produced in his lifetime, it is good to note that now, thanks
to Earle Labor's thoughtfully conceived and finely written study,
Jack London has atJast received his share of critical justice.
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RENEGADE, OUTCAST, AND MAVERICK: Three Episcopal
Clergymen in the California Gold Rush, by Lionel U. Ridout.
(San Diego, CA, University Press, San Diego State University,
1973. 127 p . $7.95.)
Reviewer: ARTHUR W . SwANN, Science Librarian, UOP, and
Stockton Archivin, Methodist Hinorical Society.
Three men, three careers, their Episcopalian priesthood their
only bond, each was a "first" of a sort in California. In this thin
book, Dr. Ridout lifts up for close examination the life stories of
these three relatively minor characters. Their roles in California
history could well be forgotten. Thanks to books like these, such
minor personalities do live in history.
Thaddeus Leavenworth, the renegade, seems to be the first
Priest of his church to arrive on the California coast ( 1847). He
had come to California on his own initiative, as did most everyone
else in his time. Shortly he put behind him his clerical activity and
attitudes, and delved deeply into the unstructured and free-swinging San Francisco politics. He became the notorious last "first alcalde" of the transition between Spanish and functioning American
government. Caught between the Hounds and the Regulators,
Leavenworth was able to slip into uneventful anonymity until
death approached. His final rest came in 1893 amid his not inconsiderable land holdings in Sonoma County.
John Leonard Ver Mehr, a scholarly Hollander converted to European protestantism, found his church home in Episcopalianism as an
American immigrant. Bitten doubly by the gold bug and his sense
of missionary call, he arrived in San Francisco in September 1849,
as the first officially appointed missionary representative of his
church. His ministry, however, was singularly ineffective, although
he is credited with founding the first two Episcopal churches in
San Francisco, and the first also in Sonoma. His thick accent was
only one factor in his exclusion from any subsequent parish appointments. He turned to school teaching, a religious and business
failure. He spent considerable time writing his own memoirs, giving them the title, "Checkered Life: In the Old and New World."
( 1877).
Ferdinand Cartwright Ewer came to California, a forty-niner, a
Unitarian Quaker just recently converted and confirmed as an
Episcopalian. He pursued journalism as a career with best-known
newspapers of San Francisco and Sacramento in the early fifties .
By 1855 he had started again on his spiritual pilgrimage that led
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to his Episcopal ordination in 1857, the first in California, and
his notable preaching appointment to Grace Church, later the
Cathedral. For a time he was a man of no slight influence in
California culture. Soon he tired of the limits of California life, and
in 1860 returned to the East, moving on his ecclesiastical journey
upward into ritualistic high churchmanship.
In this three part book, Dr. Ridout gives careful but colorful
exposition of these three minor and untypical characters of young
California. The writing is succinct and compact; the documentation is thorough. The characters stand out clearly for the odd-balls
they were. The author's suspected anti-clerical bias is never expressed openly, but seems to be sensed rather clearly at many
points.

WILD LEGACY: California Hunting and Fishing Tales. (Berkeley, Calif., Howell North Books, 1973. 178 p., illus $6.50.)
Reviewer: ARTHUR W. SwANN, Science Librarian, University of
the Pacific, Former President, ]edediah Smith Society.
V. Aubrey Neasham, as is revealed in the introduction and on
the book jacket, has made this "Combination of the best stories by
California authors covering more than one hundred and fifty
years from the Spanish and Mexican days to the present" a thrilling
and cohesive narrative of the interrelation of California's wildlife
and mankind through the years. Here are tales of bear and bull
fighting, of fishing, hunting and trapping, of rabbit drives, boar
hunting, and many more, even to electrofishing in the work of
Fish and Game Management. From commercial exploitation to
environmental control and the protection of rare and endangered
species, all aspects of wildlife in California are covered in these
stories. The author says "I have included only those stories which
have some basis of truth." Several Picture Sections from nineteenth
century wood cuts to contemporary photographs heighten the interest in reading this book. The author is Professor of Environmental Resources at California State University, Sacramento.

OVERLAND DAYS TO MONTANA; The Diary of Sarah Raymond and Journal of Dr. Waid Howard, edited by Raymond
W. and Mary Lund Settle. (Glendale, Calif., Arthur H. Clark
Company, 1971. 232 p., illus., ports., fold. map. American Trails
Series, viii $10.00. )
Reviewer : ARTHUR W. SwANN, Science Librarian, University of
the Pacific, Former President, ]edediah Smith Society.
The first of these entertaining diaries was earlier published
( 1901) as Days on the Road, by Sarah Raymond Herndon, the introduction being by Dr. Waid Howard. The present publishers and
editors are reprinting that edition in facsimile, with considerable
and careful footnoting, and adding Dr. Howard's Journal covering
the same journey. The Sarah Raymond diary is a day by day account of the Hardinbrook Train and its related companies crossing
the plains and mountains from northern Missouri to western Montana. Many of the twenty-five year old school-teacher's fellow
travellers went on to California and Oregon at the parting of
the trails. This diary, one of very few written by women, gives
glimpses of daily life on the trail as well as detached observations
on life in general. Dr. Howard's Journal is a worthy and complementary companion to this publication. Howard was with the
McMahon train, one of the many travelling loosely together (with
Raymond, Kerfoot, Hardinbrook and others) for mutual protection.
Sarah Raymond and Dr. Waid Howard rode many miles of the
trail together and comment on the same events and happenings.
The combination is illuminating and makes a very worthwhile
publication.

LOS ANGELES: Epic of a City, by Lynn Bowman. (Berkeley,
Calif., Howell-North Books, 1974. 398 pp., illus., appendices,
maps, biliography, and index. $10.00.)
Reviewer: THOMAS L. CARTER, Assistant Reference Librarian,
University of the Pacific.
Los Angeles has often been called a city without a past, its
roots having lain hidden and obscured, entangled amid the many
facets of civilization which have influenced its history. Now, this
situation has been remedied by the appearance of an outstanding
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and detailed history of "La Reyna de Los Angeles" entitled LOS
ANGELES: Epic of a City, by Lynn Bowman.
From the arrival of the first eleven families in 1781 to the efforts
of a megalopolis of seven million people to control its pollution in
1974, Mrs. Bowman has managed to untangle the various and
sundry aspects of Los Angeles history. And she has presented them
in a lucid, personal style which conveys the reader directly into
the era which she is describing. She accomplishes this by a topical
format, selecting each important aspect of Los Angeles history as
it occurred and treating of its development, often in the space of
a single chapter. Thus, a sense of continuity and perspective is
preserved which might otherwise be lost.
Among the many episodes of Los Angeles history described by
the author are: the discovery and early colonization of the Los
Angeles area, the isolated existence of the pueblo, and the unhurried life style based upon honor and virtue which arose there; the
battles fought by the Califomios against the Americans to preserve
their way of life, and the gradual Americanization of the pueblo
throughout the second half of the nineteenth century, bringing
with it both the advantages and problems of civilization; the tremendous growth of Los Angeles during the twentieth century,
along with the reasons for this growth, and the particular problems,
such as the scarcity of water, which arose as a result. In conclusion
Mrs. Bowman describes the Los Angeles of today, which has
grown, in less than two hundred years, from a pueblo of forty-four
people to an area encompassing over seven million people living
in seventy-eight cities.
Importantly, the author never loses sight of the people who have
given Los Angeles its special character. Interwoven throughout
this history occur colorful vignettes of Los Angeles' past, illustrated
by the saga of the "Old Woman's Gun," an ancient cannon used by
the Californios to defeat U.S. forces at Domingos Ranch in 1846.
Lynn Bowman has spent over nine years in the preparation of
this history. Aided by her knowledge of the Spanish language, she
was able to research literally thousands of documents, books, and
articles in both the Bancroft Library in Berkeley and the National
Archives in Washington, D.C., as well as in Los Angeles itself.
The result is a remarkably clear and detailed history, as colorful
and diverse as Los Angeles itself.
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SAN FRANCISCO, 1846-1856 - FROM HAMLET TO CITY, by
Roger W. Lotchin. (New York, Oxford University Press, 1974.
406 p. notes, index, illus., $12.50.)
Reviewer: DR. C. A. SHuMATE, Physician and scholar .
.Professor Lotchin has written a remarkable study of San Francisco during the formative years. He does not follow the history of
the city chronologically as earlier histories, such as the "Annals of
San Francisco" or John S. Hittell's standard history of the city.
Instead he relates the development by subject - "Urban Economy,"
"Government in San Francisco," "Urban Problems," etc.
Lotchin has done a vast amount of research and has written an
important scholarly work.
A reviewer can always find areas of disagreement, and this reviewer is no exception. For example: Joseph L. Folsom did not
die a bankrupt, and the celebration of the Fall of Sebastopol did
not end in a "brawl between an Englishman and some Russians."
(For a more complete account of the latter, one may read this
reviewer's article in the California Historical Society Quarterly of
March, 1971.) David S. Terry did not stab "his would-be captor,"
Hopkins. Hopkins was attempting to apprehend a man named
Maloney. Cora's killing of Richardson did not occur "after a disagreement in a saloon," but following a more complicated series
of occurences beginning with an encounter in the American Theatre. The San Francisco-San Jose Railroad was not completed in
1861, but in 1864.
Milo Hoadley's name is spelled correctly in the index and several
other places, but is also spelled "Hoadly" in still other instances.
Hoadley's report advocating the leveling of San Francisco's famed
hills is mentioned but not the result. A reply, "Report of the
Board of Engineers upon City Grades" followed the Common
Council action after "sufficient manifestations of disapprobation on
the part of the people." The grading was modified and most of
the hills saved.
However, these are minor corrections in a book containing
much accurate information. It is a book important to anyone interested in the fascinating period covered. Especially valuable and
well developed are the conclusions regarding Broderick's place in
San Francisco, and also the effects of the second Committee of
Vigilance.
Professor Lochtin is to be complimented for a scholarly and
significant work on one important time and place in the history of
California.
100

THE LITTLE LION OF THE SOUTHWEST: A Life of Manuel
Antonio Chaves, by Marc Simmons (Chicago, Illinois, The Swallow Press Inc., 1973. 263 pp., illus., maps, notes, bibliography,
acknowledgements, and index. $8.95.)
Reviewer : WALTER A. PAYNE, Professor of History and Chairman, History Department, College of the Pacific.
This biographical study focuses on the life of El Leoncito, the
Little Lion, a New Mexican folk hero whose exploits touched upon
most of the major events of the history of that territory from
the early 1800's until his death in 1889. The author relies heavily
on the natural surroundings of New Mexico and on the essential
struggle for frontier lands and watering places and growing areas
in a beautiful, but rugged natural setting. The Indians oppose
the Spaniards and all other intruders in their land, and native hostility and warfare is constant as a fact of life. Simmons feels that
there is a great need for more studies of such folk heroes as
Manuel Chaves, and he does what he can with meager resources,
but with a rich natural and historical setting and with available,
fragmentary sources on Chaves.
In a dozen chapters, the reader follows Manuel Antonio from
his roots in the Chaves family starting back on the Iberian Peninsula down to his birth at Atrisco, New Mexico, across from
Albuquerque on the Rio Grande. Born about 1818, his youth is
spent in this small village where Indian attack or Indian slaveraiding by Spaniards is a constant threat. Joining one such party
to raid the Navajo, Manuel is the only survivor to return to Atrisco.
He is only sixteen, but the experience seems to have set him on a
path to which he frequently returns throughout life. Before long
he finds himself in deep trouble with a cousin, the governor in
Santa Fe, and when he has to flee with a price on his head, he
visits St. Louis, New York, and Cuba. In this period of his young
life, he shows business ability, learns English, makes and loses
money, and is a part of the important commercial scene at St.
Louis, on an important terminal of the Santa Fe Trail.
Returning to Santa Fe with a pardon, Chaves joins the staff
of his cousin who exiled him, and takes part in defending New
Mexico from Texans desirous of perhaps annexing that area to the
new Republic of Texas. As a leading citizen of Santa Fe, he marries into a leading family of New Mexico, and he is at Santa Fe
and tries with others to defend the territory against the invasion
of the United States in the early months of the Mexican War.
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Unable to do this, Manuel Chaves finds himself a volunteer in the
North American forces until 1847 at which point he tries his hand
at a livestock business at nearby Galisteo with some success. Unfortunately, Indian attacks and livestock raids intensify in the
1850's, and Chaves serves as a commissioned officer in the New
Mexico Volunteers. As - an Indian fighter, he achieves a growing
fame under the territorial government of the United States. A
brief period follows in which he tries sheep ranching, alternating
this with service in the army, and then he is drawn into the Union
Army as a lieutenant colonel during the United States Civil War.
After the war, the Little Lion turns to a rather peaceful old age
and then death at San Mateo, northwest of Albuquerque, with his
wife and eight children.
·The book is engaging reading, particularly for those who are
interested in the land, the past cultural setting, and the general
question of how human beings have fared in this region. There is
much background material drawn upon, and most of it makes
for a good yarn. The author notes in the beginning, and even here
and there throughout the study, that the documentary base is thin
and "telling of the times" is relied upon. However, to a final
statement that "Too few of our Spanish frontiersmen have been
studied in depth," one must reply that this includes the present
book and Manuel Antonio Chaves. While the story is interestingly
presented, there remains far too much conjecture and far too little
documentation to conclude otherwise.
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Notes From The Book Editor
THE POLITICS OF POPULISM;
Dissent in Colorado, by James Edward Wright. (New Haven, Yale
University Press, 1973. 314. p.
Yale Western Americana Series No.
25. $16.50.)
The Populist movement of the
1890's has been the subject of much
research and many books, but, as
Professor vVhite points out, most of
these have dealt with the Great
Plains area, especially Kansas and
Nebraska, while the South and the
Mountain States have been slighted.
It has even been said that the Mountain States were interested only in
the free silver stand of the Populists
and not at all in Populism. This book
attempts to trace the social, economic, and political roots of Populism in
Colorado and to show the nature of
partisan cleavage before and after
the Populist period. To assist in determining the statistical correlation
the author has applied computer
analysis to voting records, analyzing
in detail precinct voting in Boulder
County.

RED POWER ON THE RIO
GRANDE, the Native American
Revolution of 1680, by Franklin
Folsom. Introduction by Alfonso
Ortiz; Jacket and Symbol Illustrations by J. D . Roybal. (Chicago,
Follett Publishing Co., c1973.
144 p . maps. $5.95.)
Writing the story of the Pueblo
rebellion of 1680 from the Indian
viewpoint is like what writing of the
American 1776 revolt would have
been if a second British occupation
had come twelve years later and
only official British records had survived. Mr. Folsom has used both
historical and anthropolo.gical studies
in his attempt to show how the Indians managed to throw off the
hated yoke of Spain for a few years
and thereby at least mitigate conditions in the second occupation.
Mr. Folsom has written many
books for children; Red Power received the Charles W. Follett award
"for worthy contributions to literature for young people."

DUE PROCESS OF REBELLION,
by Luis Kutner. (Chicago, Bardian
House, 1974. 169 p. $7.95.)

WE THREE CAME WEST, a true
chronicle, edited by Helen Raitt
and Mary Collier Wayne. (San
Diego, Tofua Press, c1974. 250 p.
illus., ports., maps, facsims. $10.00)

In the modern world, as throughout history, rebellion has been widely
used to change the existing political
system. Dr. Kutner has examined the
concept of rebellion from antiquity
to the present, pointing out the historical justifications for such rebellions and attempting to establish
some form of international legal
authority to which appeals could be
made and which would help to ameliorate the pre-revolutionary condition
of many areas.

The editors, great nieces of Maggie, Don and Jennie, the three who
"came west," have fashioned from
the treasure box of letters and miscellany they inherited a narrative as
absorbing and delightful as anyone
could hope for. It does not detract
from their accomplishment to say
that few could hope for forebears
who were as well educated, intelligent and witty as Margaret Collier
Graham, Donald Graham and Jennie
Collier, who had such charming and
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devoted relatives and friends and,
last but not least, who carried on
such an extensive and detailed correspondence so much of which was
preserved! Don's health necessitated
the move to California, and from the
letters and newspaper columns sent
back to family and friends we can
visualize California as it was in the
1870's, after partial immigration had
turned much of it into a subtropical
garden but before oil and industry
had fouled the life-giving air. The
reader comes to care very much what
happens to these appealing and resourceful young people, and the editors have very successfully filled in
the background to make the letters
clear and have supplied an "ending"
to complete the story, since most
writing ceased when the correspondents also moved to California. Maggie became a leading California
author; it is obvious that the literary
talent of the Colliers has been preserved at least to the third generation.

LIFE AND DEATH OF A FRONTIER FORT: FORT CRAIG,
NEW MEXICO, 1854-1885, by
Marion C. Grinstead. (Socorro,
New Mexico, Socorro County Historical Society, 1973. illus., maps,
diagrs. Publications in History,
vol. VII. Paper, $3.50.)
Mrs. Grinstead has called her story
a collection of trivia, but this description is true only in the sense
that trivia are the details which make
the difference between outline and
complete pictures. Her loving and
meticulous study includes site inspection and the gathering of a 66item bibliography as the foundation
for this detailed description of the
establishment of the fort and life
within its walls, including fact and
rumor, tragedy and comic aspects as
well.
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NO TEARS FOR THE GENERAL;
THE LIFE OF ALFRED SULLY,
1821-1879, by Langdon Sully.
Foreward by Ray Allen Billington.
(Palo Alto, American West Publishing Co., cl974. 255 p . illus.,
ports., facsims. Western Biographies Series. $9.95.)
Langdon Sully has chosen a provocative title for this biography I
autobigraphy of his grandfather, the
talented soldier-son of the artist
Thomas Sully. Though he himself
would have spurned them, much of
Alfred's life, especial!y after he lost
his beloved Manuela and their baby
son, was worthy of tears - for young
love tragically ended, for years of
devoted service which was never
more than grudgingly recognized or
rewarded, for a life too soon ended.
A superb military mind and a master
of detail, he was also a gifted correspondent and a better-than-average
painter. Through his letters to sister
and father and the sketches he constantly made we are able to re-live
in vivid detail great chunks of our
heritage - Indian wars in Florida
and the Mexican war, Monterey and
the American occupation of California, the Civil War and the Indian
wars of the West. One of our most
experienced and successful Indian
fighters who none the less favored
a lenient policy toward them, he
was never, as one newspaper remarked, made famous by letting his
men get ambushed or surrounded,
and did not rank among the heroes
whose celebrity arose from useless
sacrifices of themselves or their men.
So well has Mr. Sully fitted informative background material and
linking narrative into the framework
of the letters that the absorbed reader scarcely notes the transitions.
While it would have been helpful
to have had a few of the paintings
in color it is hard to find fault with

a volume which is so informative
and which so engages the sympathy
and support of the reader.
WEST COAST LIGHTHOUSES, a
pictorial history of the Guiding
Lights of the Sea, by Jim Gibbs.
(Seattle, Superior Publishing Company, cl974. 207 p ., illus., ports.,
maps, diagrs. $13.95.)
Jim Gibbs, among other things an
ex-lighthouse keeper, has gathered
hundreds of facts and photographs to
detail a complete history of West
Coast lighthouses and lightships. The
early chapters cover the establishment and construction of early beacons and details the development of
the lighting mechanism and the horn
devices, but the major portion of the
book is devoted to the "life histories"
of the individual lighthouses and
their most prominent keepers.
A LIST OF REFERENCES FOR
THE HISTORY OF AGRICULTURE IN CALIFORNIA, compiled by Richard J. Orsi. (Davis,
University of California Agriculture History Center, 1974. 141 p.,
paper.)
The Agriculture History Group of
U.S . Department of Agriculture, in
preparing to update and replace the
1930 "Bibliography of the History of
Agriculture in the United States,"
circulated a preliminary revision in
thirteen sections. This list is a revision of the 1967 California list, and
follows its organizational division of
subject breakdown by area, geographic conditions, types of products,
etc., as well as its use of a broad
definition of "agriculture" to include
such peripheral aspects as economics,
land tenure and sociological considerations. The compiler states that
most of the writings included are
secondary, although some important
primary sources are included, as well

as readily obtainable mimeographed
and typed reports on important topics
and doctoral and master's theses.
Because of space limitations references are listed in only one of the
categories (of which there are 58);
therefore while the author index will
be of assistance in locating a known
reference it may be necessary to consult several categories in order to
locate all items that would be pertinent for a literature search.
A MORMON MOTHER, an autobiography by Annie Clark Tanner.
(Salt Lake City, University of Utah
Library, cl969 rev. 1973. 346 p.,
illus., ports. $10.00.)
LETTERS OF LONG AGO, by
Agnes Just Reid. Introd. by Brigham D. Madsen. (Salt Lake City,
University of Utah Library, cl973.
xviii, 93 p. illus., ports. $9.50.)
DEAR ELLEN: TWO MORMON
WOMEN AND THEIR LETTERS,
by S. George Ellsworth. (Salt Lake
City, University of Utah Library,
cl974. 92 p. $12.00.)
The Tanner Trust Fund of the
University of Utah Library is issuing
unpublished and out of print manuscripts in a new series, Utah, the
Mormon and the West. "A Mormon
Mother," the autobiography of Dr.
Obert Tanner's mother, is the first
number of the series. Written for
her family in 1941, it was not publicly distributed until 1969, and Dr.
Tanner has written a foreword for
this revised edition. More than any
account I know, this uncomplaining,
straightforward narrative illustrates
the poignant lot of a plural wife
whose deep religious convictions and
intellectual
gifts
intensified her
noble character.
"Letters of Long Ago," the second
of the series, was first printed in
1923. A new introduction has been
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added to give· some background to
the letters, which were · written by
Mrs. Reid from her mother's stories
of her life as a pioneer on the Blackfoot Hiver in Idaho in the 1870's80's. Emma Thompwn Just's parents
and her husband's were Mormons
who became Morrisites and, after
that movement was crushed the families did not affiliate with any
church. Mr. Thompson returned to
England, and these absorbing letters
recreate those his daughter wrote to
him of her life and family until Mr.
Thompson returned to the States
in 1891.
"Dear Ellen" is a re-issue, with
additions, of material which first appeared in the Western Humanities
Review in 1959. The two Ellens of
the letters, Ellen Spencer Clawson
and Ellen Pratt McGary, daughters
of prominent Mormons, were friends
in Nauvoo whose friendship continued after their forced flight to Utah
and their subsequent separation.
Ellen Spencer became the first wife
of one of the leaders of the Church,
and since Ellen Pratt's life was much
more humble it is possible to gain
from the letters some sense of the
everyday life of the Mormon home.
Since the letters cover only 1856 and
1857 and are not very extensive Dr.
Ellsworth has provided much background material on the families and
of 'both girls and on their later life.
WATER STONE SKY, a Pictorial
Essay on Lake Powell; by Stanley
· L. Welsh and Catherine Ann Toft.
(Provo, Brigham Young University
Press, cl974. 76 p . colored illus.,
maps. $6.95.)
Lake Powell, should you not be
aware, is the name chosen for the
body of water formed by Glen Canyon Dam. In 1869, when John Wesley Powell led his party down the
Colorado in that famous trek, he
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named Glen Canyon, the "place no
one knew." Many learned of it too ·
late when the Sierra Club, fighting
to save it from the dam builders,
published their beautiful book with
that name. It was too late however,
and the Glen Canyon Powell knew is
buried far below the placid waters
of the shimmering lake that bears his
name. This book mourns the passing
of the old beauty but warns us not
to disparage the new, for now the
traveler can easily see a whole new
land of "superb technicolor geology,"
with caves and ledges, spires and
plateaus, plants and flowers. The text
and pictures strive to give a sense of
the eons of erosion and upheaval, of
growth and decay, which have
shaped the landscape and will continue to shape it - for Lake Powell
itself will succumb to the great river
as silt gradually fills its basin. Will
we then choose to flood the Grand
Canyon?

THE NEW CONSERVATIVES; a
Critique from the Left, edited by
Lewis A. Coser and Irving Howe.
(New York, Quadrangle/The New
York Times Book Co., cl974.
343 p . $9.95.)
With the exception of one law
school student and one labor union
official the fourteen authors whose
essays are reprinted here (eleven
from Dissent Magazine) are professors
of political science, social policy,
sociology and economics. The major
thrust of all the essays is to explore
and oppose what Dr. Coser calls
the "current vogue of American neoconservatism" and characterizes as
"a sign of the regressive drift of
social thought in these barren times."
No opportunity is allowed in this
compilation for the accused to defend themselves.

ARCHAEOLOGICAL EX CAVA TIONS OF FORTIFIED SITES
ON TAVEUNI, FIJI, by Everett
Lloyd Frost. (Honolulu, University
of Hawaii Social Science Research Institute, 1974. 174 p.,
illus., diagrs. Asian and Pacific
Archaeology Series No. 6. paper,
$4.50.)
For his doctoral thesis Mr. Frost
planned a program of excavations of
Fijian forts to learn about their
origin, development and functions .
Taveuni, the third largest of the
Fiji Group, was chosen because it
appeared most promising in number
and type of sites. Eighteen sites
were tested, of which two were surveyed and seven partially excavated.
By carbon dating the author established a tentative date of 1100 AD
for the earliest sites, making the
Fijian fortifications a possible originator; however he points out in the
Preface that later work in Samoa
indicates much earlier structures existed there, and he repeats his conclusions about the extent and nature
of study necessary to support any
final conclusion.
A SEPARATE PLACE, by Charles
Jones. Photographed by Susan
Friedman. :(San Francisco, Sierra
Club, 1974. 143 p., illus. $4.95.)
All in all, this is a sombre book.
The double-black lithography of the
excellent photographs, the tone of
the text, the sense of the almost inexorable push of unbridled population fill the reader with a sense of
foreboding. Can a small and halfrural area defend itself from developers and dam · builders. Can it refuse to become a subdivision of
something which will destroy its
nature and its character? La Honda
has achieved a precarious balance
between the rural and urban, a truly
"separate place." The haunting ques-

tion is whether it can. hold to its
small population and maintain the
integrity of its forests and coasts
against the threat of concrete and condominium. This book is not a dirge
nor an elegy, though it has echoes
of both as it pleads in a very special
way for the continued existence of
the places that can refresh and renew our human souls - the "separate places" where neither will destroy the other, but where man and
nature can live in harmony.
PEASANT COOKING OF MANY
LANDS, by Coralie Castle and
Margaret Gin. Historical text by
Alfred E . Castle; drawings by
William Gin. (San Francisco, 101
Productions, c1972. 192 p., illus.)
Fascinating reading, attractive illustrations and hundreds of tempting
recipes make it difficult to lay this
book aside. Each "national cuisine"
developed in its own distinctive way,
but each has been quick to adopt
and adapt new foods and new condiments from the other, so that today our American cuisine, with its
wide range of .immigrant, native and
hybrid dishes, offers pleasures to
tempt every palate.
THE AMERICAN INDIAN CULTURE CENTER. JOURNAL AND
NATIVE AMERICAN SERIES
PAMPHLET
(American
Indian
Culture and Research Center,
Room 322 Campbell Hall, University of · California, Los Angeles, CA
90024.)
Intended to "fill the · . .. gap between traditional materials published
on the historical American Indian
and the dynamic intellectual and cultural upsurge occuring throughout
today's native American community,"
the quarterly JOURNAL ($4.00 a
year) hopes to attraCt significant contributions by scholars in all academic
fields that pertain to the study of
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American Indian citizens. Manuscripts too extensive to publish in the
JOURNAL will appear in the
PAMPHLET series, and the Center
will also publish Indian Treaties
Project Publications and a Documentation and bibliography series.
OF
THE
PACIFIC
ATLAS
NORTHWEST, by Richard M.
Highsmith, Jr., editor, Robert
Bard, cartographer, 5th edition
(Cornwallis, Oregon State University Press, cl973. 128 p ., illus.,
charts, maps, facsims . paper $7.50,
cloth $13.50.)
The fifth edition of this useful
atlas has been so completely revised
tl1at little remains unchanged from
the last edition, even the area covered. Western Montana has been
excluded to allow for an expansion
in the topics, so that the area is
now limited to Washington, Oregon
and Idaho. There is no index, but
the table of arrangement at the beginning of the text lists subjects
under nine major categories, allowing
easy access to the data. The text is
well-written, and over 200 maps and
charts, enlivened with 40 pages of
photographs, give detailed information on such diverse topics as discovery and early history, climate,
population, nature and use of soils,
etc., ending with many varied statistics on manufacturing, trade and service, and recreation. There is a detailed listing of source of data for
each of the 15 sections which includes tl1e responsible authority and
a brief bibliography.
My only complaint is that the
charts are somtimes left to speak too
much for themselves. I doubt that
anyone can accurately count the dots
that represent agricultural production, for example, but no totals are
given. The best the dots do is to
indicate areas where the products
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are grown. Generally, however, this
volume will be a welcome addition
to all collections needing current
material on the Pacific Northwest.
HIGH ODYSSEY: the first solo
winter assault of Mt. Whitney and
the Muir Trail Area, from the
Diary of Orland Bartholomew
and photographs taken by him, by
Eugene A. Rose. (Berkeley, CA,
Howell-North Books, cl974. 160 p.,
illus., ports. $5.95.)
On Christmas Day in 1928 Orland
Bartholomew began his amazing 300
mile trek across the Sierras from
Mt. Whitney to Yellowstone, a feat
which ranks among the annals of
daring achievements. The original
plan was for Bart and a friend to
make the trip together, and they
had carefully placed their caches of
food and film the summer before.
When their sponsors withdrew financial support the friend dropped out,
but Bart was determined to complete
the project. Although he was forced
to make two attempts to climb Mt.
Whitney, was nearly blown off the
mountains by storms, carried off in
an avalanche or starved out by trappers who raided his last cache, he
successfully completed his trip on
April 3, 1929. He had spent 14
weeks in the roughest and highest
part of California, including 42
nights at elevations above 10,000
feet in temperatures which dropped
as low as 14° below zero, climbed
more than 70,000 vertical feet, including two 14,000-foot peaks, crossed 13 passes, taken nearly 400 photographs and recorded scores of
observations in his diary on snow
conditions and depths, animal and
bird life, and daily minimum and
maximum temperatures. It is not
likely that this mountaineering feat
will ever be duplicated, even in this
age of short wave communication
and search and rescue helicopters.

THE EUROPEAN DISCOVERY OF
AMERICA: The Southern Voyage,
AD, 1492-1616, by Samuel Eliot
Morrison. (New York, Oxford University Press, 1974., illus., ports.,
maps. $17.50.)
Samuel Morrison, whose writings
are so voluminous, learned, witty
and thoroughly entrancing that words
can scarcely do justice to his ability
or achievements, has with this volume concluded his study of the
European voyages of the discovery
of America. Like its companion
volume, The Northern
Voyages,
AD 500-1600, it is based on much
research in books and much firsthand knowledge of areas and locales,
garnished with delightful anecdotes
and interlaced with chapter bibliographies, notes and source essays
that no wise reader will pass over.
Admiral Morrison is a great iconoclast - and in this volume one
treasured relic he attacks is the socalled Drake's Plate. Needless to say,
the furor over this small portion of
the text will probably occupy many
scholars for many years, while the
rest of us, with fond memories of
Admiral of the Ocean Sea, will sail
again with Columbus and his crew
and will thank our modern Admiral
for so beguiling a volume.
THE TARNISHED HALO: the
Story of Padre Francisco Hidalgo,
by Robert F . Carter. (Chicago,
Franciscan Herald Press, 1973.
159 p ., illus., maps, diagr. $4.95.)
Until the publication of The Tarnished Halo, the story of Friar
Francisco Hidalgo had never been
told in full. Captain Carter, long
fascinated by brief paragraphs in
conventional histories and amazed
that no recognition was given to the
man who preceded both Junipero
Serra and Eusebio Kino, resolved to
gather as much material as possible

and tell of his accomplishments. The
author has chosen to write in a popular style, but has taken special
pains to make it historically accurate,
including at the end translations of
eight letters of Friar Hidalgo.
The ruling passion of Friar Hidalgo's life was to minister to the Indians and to found missions from
which they might be converted to
Christianity. Frustrated time after
time by lack of support, attacks by
hostile Indians, failing supplies and
the ravages of disease, he finally decided that the only way to move the
authorities was to ask assistance from
the neighboring French - an act of
technical treason which nevertheless
eventually ended with the realization
of his dream.
Six missions were built, but he
was forced to abandon them when
war with France came in 1719;
when peace was established Hidalgo
was judged too old and frail to return to them. He never ceased to
long for the missionary life, but after
a final assignment at the San Antonio mission he returned to San
Juan Bautista to die.
FERRYBOATS ON THE COLUMBIA RIVER, Including Bridges
and Dams, by Robert H . Ruby and
John A. Brown (Seattle, Superior
Publishing Co., c1974. 176 p.
illus., facsims. $13.95.)
Here is a book to gladden the
heart of a ferry buff. Crowded with
pictures after picture of ferries and
ferry slips, ferrymen and passengers,
it tells the story of the hundred-odd
years before the ferries were displaced by bridges. Altogether about
91 crossings are pictured, all but
two of the dozens where sturdy little
boats plied their way across the
waters of the Columbia below the
Canadian boundary.
Most of the 260 photographs are
original, and since many were made
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in the early days of the art the
quality varies from average to excellent. Each picture is accompanied
by an explanatory paragraph, and the
well researched text is sprinkled with
anecdotes. Although Mr. Ruby's dedication is to librarians, there is no
bibliography, and the pictures are
not coded to allow identification by
source. The text is arranged by subject into chapters on such headings
as Ferrymen, Government, Cargoes,
Troubles, Fights, and there is a
good index.
BLACK HILLS GHOST TOWNS, by
Watson Parker and Hugh K. Lambert, (Chicago, Sage Books, 1974.
215 p., illus., maps, diagrs. $10.00)
Incredible as it may appear, this
book lists some six hundred towns,
mostly abandoned, in and around
the Black Hills of South Dakota.
The major part of the book is a
profusely
illustrated . alphabetized
catalog of towns, including as much
information as the author was able
to gather. The introductory chapters,
however, give an interesting and
well-written capsule history of the
area and of gold mining, and the
final chapter contains a delightful
yarn about the builder of a remarkable ore-crusher.
NATURE'S YELLOWSTONE, by
Richard A. Bartlett. (Albuquerque,
Univ. of New Mexico Press, c1974.
250 p . illus., maps. $10.00.)
Dr. Bartlett has for many years
loved and visited Yellowstone National Park, and he has written a
careful and definitive book on its
origins and history. Beginning with
its geological pre-history the author
describes its impact on the native
Indians, and on the travelers and
explorers who recorded rumors of it
or actually visited it, ending his narrative with the establishment of the
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park by an Act of Congress. He indicates that the post 1872 story of
how the park survived will be the
subject of a second volume.
THE LAST WHISTLE. (Ocean
Shore Railroad) by Jack R. Wagner. (Berkeley, CA, Howell-North
Books, 1974. illus., ports., maps,
facsims. $8.50.)
The attractive cover picture of a
gallant little steam-engine puffing
along just above the rocky coast offers an invitation i:o the reader to
browse through the text of this well
written history. Profusely illustrated
with contemporary photographs and
well documented, it tells the story
of an aborted dream. The Ocean
Shore never managed to make its
run from San Francisco to Santa
Cruz - the central section was never
completed - but for 15 years it operated trains on the coast at the two
extremities. Plagued by landslides
and lawsuits, the promoters completely ceased operations by 1921,
and much of the right of way was
taken over by the State for the coast
highway. Although new promoters
made a valiant effort to continue
the operation and there are lawsuits still pending, it is obvious that
the Ocean Shore was a magnificent
and monumental failure, a dream
that was doomed by the treacherous
terrain and the ubiquitous automobile.
THE NEW COUNTRY: A Social
History of the American Frontier,
1776-1890, by Richard A. Bartlett.
(New York, Oxford University
Press, cl974. 487 p ., illus., facsims .
$15.95.)
As a preface to this lively history
"o f our westward movement Professor
Bartlett disposes of what he calls
myths of the American frontier, primarily the myth of the unknown

continent, the myth of the trackless
wilderness and the myth of Indian
invincibility. He attempts to show
that the movement "to the new
country" was a constant factor from
the earliest days of colonization to
the farthest edge of the available
land. The text is divided into huge
areas - the sweep across the continent, the people, agriculture, despoilment, transportation, new country
society, urban frontier, etc., of
necessity overlapping but serving to
delineate the main facets of the developing nation. Good and bad,
noble and vicious, honest and otherwise, the users and spoilers of the
new country had an opportunity
unique in human history as they
created a new civilization in the
short span of six score years.
Illustrated with sketches, diagrams
and contemporary pictures, the text
iS supported by notes and a well organized Bibliographical Essay.

trust and hatred, and not until we can
see each other as adult humans with
the same basic rights will the conflict truly be ended.

THE SAMOAN TANGLE: A Study
in Anglo-German-American Relations 1878-1900, by Paul N.
Kennedy. (New York, Barnes and
Noble, 1974. 325 p ., maps. $12.50.)
This is an interesting and informative examination of the diplomatic, naval, missionary and imperialistic entanglement involving the
tripartite control exercised by Great
Britain, Germany and the United
States over the Samoan group from
1878 to 1900, when the islands
were finally partitioned. The description of the alignments and realignments of the great powers which
took place during this period of
"new imperialism" and their consequences for the twentieth century is
of particular value.

CRIMSON DESERT; Indian Wars
of the American Southwest, by
Odie B. Faulk. (New York, Oxford
University Press, cl974. 237 p.,
illus., ports. $8.95.)
In summarizing the "bloody confrontation between white and red"
Professor Faulk has tried to give a
balanced and concise history of the
wars of the Southwest from 1846 to
1886. He points out that good and
evil existed on both sides of the
conflict - not all Indians were noble
nor were they all bloodthirsty savages; neither were all whites highminded gentlemen, nor treacherous
scoundrels. Faulk points out that,
unfortunately, all too often each side
regarded the other as less than human and was accustomed to force
as a way of life, so that war was inevitable . The subjugation of the Indian by the technologically superior
white did not end the muh1al dis-
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THE EDITORIAL POLICY
The purpose of THE PACIFIC HISTORIAN, a quarterly of
vVestern History and ideas, is to promote, through research and
study, an interpretation of the historical life of the Western United
States and especially of California. The Editor will receive articles
dealing with social, cultural, political and economic aspects of
Western regional history, articles emphasizing ethnic culture in the
West's growth, articles evaluating Western writers and their
writings.
THE PACIFIC HISTORIAN welcomes manuscripts including
photoessays from distinguished scholars, collectors, and enthusiasts
and seeks to give each an opportunity to interpret the Western
American experience.
Writers are paid in copies by arrangement with the editor.
THE PACIFIC HISTORIAN is published in Spring, Summer,
Fall and Winter for the Pacific Center for Western Historical
Studies by the University of the Pacific, Stockton, California.
Subscriptions are $6.00 per year. All back volumes of the quarterly are available.
The quarterly may be obtained on film from University Microfilms, 300 North Zeeb Road, Ann Arbor, Michigan 48106.
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MEMO FROM MARMIE
Copley News Service wrote that the Bicentennial
Celebrations will provide today's youth an ample opportunity to relate America's early ideas on freedom
to their own ideas on what freedom should be. Across
the country, Bicentennial -Committees will provide
opportunity for youthful forum .
One of Dr. R. Coke Wood's classes prepared a
TIME -LINE which shows how the events in California paralelled events in the American Revolution.
Copies of this now-printed report may be obtained
from the Stuart Library of Western America1Ul, University of the Pacific, for $2.00
Your PACIFIC HISTORIAN is searching for Bicentennial articles relating to California and the
West. Please submit any studies to your Editors.
You will note that the Index does not appear in our
December issue. Because of the length of TIMMIN\VAY there was not space; but we consider this great
issue a gift to our readers.
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]ames M. Shebl

The Pacific Center Announces
Monograph No.5

Clarence King "King, of The Mountains"
Two original drawings by B. F. Bjorklund.
Clarence King (1842-1901). After graduating from Yale's Sheffield Scientific School King came across the continent on horseback and joined J. D.
\Vhitney's California Geological Survey. From this experience he went on
to organize and accomplish the 40th parallel survey from the Eastern side
of the Rockies to the vVestern side of the Sierras. His reports were published in what became model U.S. Government Publications (1878) . After
forming the U.S. Geological Survey he continued his research in writing on
geological and geophysical problems. King's Mountaineering in the Sierra
Nevada (1872) is a scientifically accurate as well as charmingly descriptive
piece of regional writing and speaks to King's remarkable success in melding
science and art. A friend of John Hay and Henry Adams, King .was an
acknowledged genius in his field, a superior talent, a man of intellectual
versatility.
Re: James M. Shebl, Assistant to the Academic Vice President at the University of the Pacific. Dr. Shebl teaches courses in the Literature and the
Culture of Trans-Mississippi West. His scholarship includes biographical
articles, introductions to Western Books, reviews and lectures on Western
writers. He has just finished a manuscript on some unpublished poems and
letters by Robinson Jeffers and is at work on a critical anthology of Pike
County Stories
KING, OF THE MOUNTAINS by James Michael Shebl
Two original drawings by B. F. Bjorklund.
This new monograph will be published in December, 1974. It is a study
of the work of Clarence King and will be the 5th in the Pacific Center
Monographs Series.
Please send me ........... _______ copies at $4.50 each. $3.50 for Pacific Associates.
Send orders to:
Pacific Center for Western Historical Studies
University of the Pacific
Stockton, California 95211
NAME ___ .. ______ , __________ , __________ .. __________________________ .. ___ ___, _________ ____ _.. __ _____ ____ __.. _, __ __.. ____ ___
STREET ----- --.. ·--------------------- .. ·----- .. --.. ·-----------------.. -- .. ·-------------------.. ·-------------------·---·
CITY AND STATE
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BEATRICE FRENCH BOLT - 1880-1974

Beatrice French Bolt (Mrs. Richard A. Bolt) was born in San Jose,
California, in 1880; She died in Berkeley, California, June 16, 1974. Her
life spanned the time from a living acquaintance with a California pioneer of pre-Gold Rush days, through the greatest changes mankind has
konwn. At her death she was one of the oldest alumnae of both Stanford
University and of California State University at San Jose.
Mrs. Bolt's parents were Henry French and Rebecca Tretheway French
of Almaden. Henry French was in early life a miner at the Almaden mines
near San Jose, and was an unusually able man. As a member of the First
Methodist Episcopal Church in San Jose, he was a delegate to the Lay
Electorial Conference at Pacific Grove, in 1895, where he was chosen on
the first ballot as one of two lay delegates to the 1896 General Conference
at Cleveland, Ohio. That session of the General Conference was the first
one in which laymen were seated as voting members. Beatrice accompanied her father to this historic session.
Mrs. Bolt's father was a close friend and political associate of John
Bidwell, founder of Chico, California. Bidwell had come to California with
the first wagon train, and had worked for John Sutter for several years
before settling at what was to become Chico. Mr. French ran for State
office on the same ballot with Bidwell, and the two families visited
each other. Beatrice recalled to the writer her father's anguish of spirit
when he received the telegram notifying hin1 of John Bidwell's passing.
She was a guest in the Bidwell home, both before the death of John
Bidwell, and afterward.
She was married to Dr. Richard A. Bolt and soon they were in China
where he was instrumental in establishing the American Indemnity College Hospital financed by funds received from China in the settlement
after the Boxer uprising, and given back to China in the founding of
schools and hospitals. Later Dr. Bolt led in forming the public health
department in the University at Berkeley. He passed away many years
ago.
Mrs. Bolt was a faithful member of Trinity United Methodist Church
in Berkeley, and in recent years has had a strong interest in Methodist
historiacl matters. She was a member of the Conference Commission on
Archives and History and attended many of the Heritage Tours, the last
being a two day tour to Monterey in 1973.
She is survived by two daughters and two sons: Mrs. Edwin C. Pendleton of Honolulu; Mrs. Jack Field of Phoenix, Arizona; Robert Bolt of
Glenview, Illinois; and Dr. Richard H. Bolt, head of the acoustics laboratory at Massachusetts Institute of Technology, was one of six experts
engaged to study the famous 18-minute gap in a White House Tape.
She was a fine person and a very noble lady.
By Don M. Chase and Will P. Ralph

